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NOTICES 

OP THl LATE 

MR. CLIFFTON. 



JL HE memoirs of a Man of Genius, must he at a 11 
times interesting to the lovers of Letters and the MuSes. 
For ahho* 

Along the cool, sequester'd vale of life, 
He keep the noiseless tenor of his way ; 
Yet the incidents which occur in the detail of his social 
intercourse, are frequently marked by lines so strongly 
and beautifully cnaractcristic, as to interest every finer 
feeling of the heart. 

In America, Genius is a lowly, wild and neglected 
shrub, shooting up npparetjtly by fantastic Occident, 
amidst the confines of a drearv, drsolnte waste ; — hap- 
py if it escnpe the ruthless hand of persecution and op- 
pression, — always hopeless of attracting the enlivening 
dews of patrician favor, or the rays of the benignant 
sun of congenial science. 

A % 
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Herein, as well as a thousancl otlier respects, are tlie 
conduct and the character of America, essentially Anti- 
Rfpublican*, and the" painful fact exists a distinguishing 
characteristic of difference from every other enlightened 
people. 

It is a melancholy truth, that in America, the only 
loads to eminence in letters, arc by the vilest quackery and 
the grossest pedantry. Tales concerning old women, 
on their death beds, Affidavits of the efficacy of Iron 
Skewers, in curing disorders of every species, and crude 
Dissertations, Dictionaries of the American language, and 
uncouth and ignorant systems of Grammar and Ortho- 
graphy, and shreds and patches of Geography, are your 
only politic books. These flourish in unbounded cclaf, 
edition upon edition of them is called for, and they 
throng the libraries and book stores, whilst works of • 
genius and merit, go continually to the grocer or the 
Mtry cook, in cartloads, after having ruined those who 
liave enterpriscd in them. 

For this dulness, for this profound apathy to the voice 
of genius and learning, there is no excuse; We have the 
Woad luminary before us, and our sphere is shone upon 
by lights adequate to its illumination. We grope about 
with dark lanterns, during the full blaze of the meridian 
orb. It hath been sworn that the light of science shall 
not shine here; and all avenues are accordingly barred 
against it. Its Temple is occupied wholly by ignorance 
and pedagogy. 

The barhs of Alexandria, and the wrath of the Caliph, 
ft'crc i2ot m»fe fatal vortices to learning, ilun \KU state of 
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hebetdde in the public mind. The hand o{ desolation may' ' 
again destroy, as it hath destroyed, all that is destructible 
of the toorks of genius and of learning, and genius itself 
shall survive, and light anew the lamp of science. But 
when an universal irruption of Gothicism upon any coun- 
try, hath overpowered and decomposed all the ener- 
gies and nobler faculties of the mind, as it seemeth here to 
have done, the case is hopeless ; no morning dawn need 
be again looked for, but in the eventual purgation of the 
earth and the renovation of nature. 

** This once extinguish'd ray, 
Will ne'er resuscitate another day. 
Here, Science, thy last stage of being lies ; 
No other Phoenix from thy dust shall rise." 

Group. 

When an utter apathy has seized on a whole commu- 
nity, and a perfect indifference to Science and the works 
of genius, pervades all ranks ; when political rancour 
hath subdued every fine feeling of tne soul to that 
relish which will endure nothing but malice and fury ; 
the conflagrating hand of an Omar can add nothing to 
the devastation. A veto is imposed on the efforts 
of genius, as effectual as a statute punishing them with 
death. 

This hath not always been the reproach of popular 
governments. Even in modern days, under the auspices 
ef Republican forms, rich offerings have been made at 
the altar -of learning, in her own consecrated temple. 
Refreshing fragrance hath often been heaijed ow vVkR. «xy- 
serof|^niu5^ by priests worthy \o \«N<i ^'S^j£\^\s.V\^'^^ 



VllI 

^tobest hohort of Apollo, in happier times. Vcnife 
and Tuscany have emitted rays, the splendor of which 
hath illumined every region.— Switzerland also claims 
an honorable estimation, as the prolific source of ingeni- 
ous speculation, of interesting and instructive narration, 
and of profound and elaborate research. Even Holland 
has had her Grottus— even 

In those cold fens, beneath those shifting skies^ 
Where fancy sickens, and where genius dies ; 

There have yet been found some listeners to the voice of 
Learning and elaborate rcseaich. And though' the few 
in V hose breasts the vital spark hath there j;lo\vcd. may 
not have reaped the fortune nor the honors of Addison 
or Pope, or Rumford, yet their merits never produced to 
them starvation nor persecution. 

It is left to others to find excuses for this fatal indif- 
femce to letters ; and I doubt not there are enough ready 
to excuse. But as it is obvious that while a delinquency 
is on all hands justified, there can be little hope of re- 
trieving it, I should deem myself accessary to the pro- 
lonfljation of the evil which is complained of, were I to 
seek for excuses or palliatives. 

That the total in«:epsihility to the efforts of genius, 
which pervades the United States, hath not wholly pre- 
cluded offerings at the shrine of the Mnses, this little 
volume is an evidence. But the occasional effusions 
which it contains, would never have been uttered, hnd 
the au'hor been placed in a situation to need public 
countenance, or had he been eadow«d wiih a dispositioa 
to dcsifc ic» 
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** Bom," (in tlie language of an American Poer^ 
** with a mind untaught" to aspire after popular praise, 
he never in any instance calculated upon obtaining the 
•* most sweet voices" of those sovereign masters, who 
are so often alternately conciliated and trampled on. 
** Pleas'd with a bubble, tickled with a straw," cvej 
mad when they ought to be sober, ever restless when 
ihey ought to be quiet, he held at an equally vile price, 
their complacency and their hatred. Happy in the- en- 
joyment of a competency, and possessing his soul in peace, 
he wrote, for his own pleasure, unbidden strains. 

The rupture of a blood-yessel at the a^^e of nineteen, 
disqualified him for the active scenes of life. From thnt 
period until his death, at the age of twenty- seven, he de- 
voted himself with unwearied assiduity, to the cultivation 
of liberal letters: endowed by natore with a lively and 
penetrating genius, a mind of uncommon strength, and 
a judgment remarkably acute, this application of hi* 
powers could not fail to produce the mellow fruit of 
study. 

But the weakness of his frame owned no kindred to the 
energy of liis mind. He had accumulated upon it a bur- 
then overproportioned to its powers, and like ill-sorred 
travellers, they very early parted — parted forever. The 
active vigour of his genius 

•* Fretted the pigmy body to decny, 
And o'er-inform'd the tenement of clay," 

He struggled long against the insidious approaches of 
a htzl hectic, and while he sought, b^ \^\<c>>^ xsl^-^s^^ v:^ 



divert its influence, bore \vith tlie resolution of a stoic, 
inauy of the severest ills that flesh is heir to. From his 
friends, he studiously concealed those apjirehensions of 
his dangerous condition, which the unconquerable obsti^ 
nacy or his disorder, had long taught him to entertain* 
Such was the exouisite refinement of his mind, so deli* 
cately sympathetic was his sensibility, that he frequently 
resisted his feelings, and contended against serious indis« 
position, rather than disturb the enjoyments of that fre- 
quent circle of friends, of which he was an essential orna- 
ment and delight. 

In the sports of the field, he enjoyed peculiar plea- 
jure, and the frequent exercise which he derived from the 
pursuit of his favorite pleasure. Shooting, contributed per- 
haps, in no mean degree, to the prolongation of his life. 
In that sport, which, in spite of the idle invectives of un- 
thirking persons, is peculiarly worthy of a liberal mind, 
be was, as in almost every thing he pursued, thoroughly 
accomplished. 

Nor did he shine less in most of those other small, 
•weet courtesies of life, which, as Sterne pathetically 
exclaims, make so smooth the road of it. An expert 
Swordsman, a scientific and admirable Musician, an ac- 
complished Painter, and a graceful Dancer ; he was no 
less an ornament to the private walks of life, than to thstt 
higher and more splendid sphe re, the superior attractions 
of which seldom left him free to display those accom- 
plishments, which were more generally sought after and 
admired. 

His company was courted with assiduity by men of 
s»nse, gad by the few men of rank wko ^^vita m ik^n 



lAiiaW. ^at he fon^t the shade, deltghtitig moft to 
linger vith his little social ciide on the banks of liyssut, 
Ifaon in-allthe attractions* of patrician pcnnp and ^len« 
dour. 

In the month of Decemberj America Tost this bnght 
omamcDt to her name. Cut off, in the early morn of 
life, at the interesting period, vrhen thie results of long 
study were daily maturing to " further ends more ex- 
cellent," we are left doubly mourners, for what he was, 
and what he would have been. 

Of the Poems now presented to the public, it is not, 
probable that he would have avowed either, being stiQ 
dious of exemption from general notoriety, and so diffident 
of his own merits, that he never spoke of them but as in- 
significant effusions. By request they have been put into 
my hands for publication : I persuade myself they will 
prove a desirable offering to the lovers of- genius, and 
am not without the hope that they may enhance the esti- 
mation of American literature. They are published 
without much reference to the order in which they were 
written, it being found sometimes difficult to ascertain 
the arrangement proper in that respect. 

The Group is an occasional and local satire, designed 
however to have a general application to any knot of . 
turbulent and ignorant patriots, who employ those hours, 
assigned by necessity to the adze and the hammer, in 
machinations against the quiet and security of society. 
If any characters are alluded to, they were used merely 
as mediums of description, bcin^too N«i<.\R.\vRAvi\«w^'w«. 
^ectt ofpersomlity. 



hi tliis Poenii the author has not confined him^lf to 
•any particular model. We are delighted now with a 
purity that might vie with the poetry of Pope, and now 
with the engaging sweetness of Goldsmitli. 

The following imitation of Pamell, is not unhappy. 

In tome rude spot, not far from many a stew^ 
From youth to manhood hearded Futtock grew ; 
Still hand and glove, with every sweep and fool. 
His tutor impudence, tlie street his school ; 
Grace to his soul no mellowing beam convey'd. 
His passions bloomM and ripened in the shade. 
By wit untemper'd, unrestain'd by sense ; 
For men are virtuous in impertinence ;. 
Happy as stupid in whatever degree, 
Tlie height of bliss is blank supidity. 

As age increased, this doubt perplex'd bis mind, 
Whether or not, he were of human kind ; &c. &c. 

The similarity of manner between these four lines, 
and a very celebrated passage in Pope's Iliad, will strike 
.€Yery ceader. 

Now here, now there, as trade and honour call, 
He mounts the Stage, or thunders in the hall i 
Timber and words distorts a thousand ways, 
Now rips a bottom up, and now a phrase. 

The conclusion of this Poem has in it much of fine 
poetry, and many sublime and orininal ideas : it is pcci>- 
jiarly free at the same time from that tendency to bathos^ 



yhich disfigures the writings of the best American 
Toets. It contains a just picture oF that arrogant tribe, 
into \vbose hands the new dynasty is about to pass* 

It is singular to behold these pestilent vipers cxfllting 
themselves to power, on the ground of revolutionary me- 
rits, when it is a recorded fact tliat the greater number 
either wavered till the termination of the contest ; or al- 
ternately joiaed and deserted either party, as either party 
I»reponaerated ; or, fairly proved cowards, and retreated to 
urking holes. 

'these are the depraved raiscrennts, who now affV ct to 
venerate the name ot the departed Washington, whom hav- 
ing pursued with their most vcnemous malignity while 
living, they now seek to dishonour by their praise, when 
dead. These are the men who could 

View his meridian beam with flutt'nng gaze, 
Or shut their otbs of darkness on the blaze ; 
Wing the black shaft, protrude their blades of lath. 
And spit their froth and venorh round his path. 

These are the men in whom exclusively are pent up all 
the relics of ancient and modern republican virtue ; tnese 
are the freest, the most enlightened of statesmen and legis- 
lators, the wisest and most melodious of orators, the sub- 
limest of Poets, and the bravest of heroes ; the anointed 
guardians of Liberty, the chosen champions of human dig- 
nity arid equal rights. And yet, theise, too, are the men 

Who, ever anxious for the spoils of strife^ 
Blaspheme their country's dtM^^v.vi'Msv^'^sAX^t.* 
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The Poem concludes with a melancholy prognostication. 
It was wiitten in the year one thousand seven hundred 
and ninety-six, and it is an evidence of th&deep thought of 
the author, that he could see thro' the delusions of that 
day, vtfhen the general cry was rcdeunt saturnia regna, the 
colden age is come again — and extend his penetrating view, 
far thro* the mists of error and the veil of self-love. 
Much it is to be feared, that so far as the concluding 
lines apply to America, they may yet be verified. God 
forbid i And yet when we reflect on the tameness and 
even apathy, with which so large a portion of the people, 
are content to gaze at, or to shut their eyes against, dan* 
gets the most imminent and glaring ; and so many more, 
to bow beneath the iron yoke of a most aggravated ty- 
ranny, can we forever enslave our convictions to our 
hopes^ and forever doubt, till it arrive, that 

The hour is hastening, when, on equal feet, 
Exalted virtue and low vice shall meet ; 
"When envy, faction, insolence, shall rage, 
In one wild tempest thro' the troubled age j 
When human dignity shall meet its doom. 
Devotion perish, reason, worth, a tomb 
In the rude wastes of Ignorance shall find, 
And true equality shall bless mankind? 

The Rhapsody, being written current calamo^ is not 
without faults and inaccuracies. Its beauties are nume- 
rcus and of the highest order. In the general style of the 
Poem, we discern much of the easy carelessness and de* 
gagee manner of Mat. Prior. 
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** Dear Thomas, didst thou never pop 
^ly head into a Tinman's shop ?•* 

It Ravfi rise to some: ludicrous circumstances, cecal 

' sioned by a strange kind of man taking it into bis hirad 

to conceive himself described in the history of Paddy. 

There are no other than general allusions throughout the 

Poem. 

The policy of this country in invitipg, as it has by 
every means done, emigrations from Europe, is finely 
exposed in this Poem. It is pertinently asked 

Can he who 'gainst his parent raisM 
His impious arm, by us be pralsM ? 
Can he, who made the law his foe 
At home, to us be faithful ? No: 
The dog that bit his master there 
Walks in a longer tether here. 

Whether we confine our attention to that propor- 
tion of Emigrants who come under, the denominatioa o£ 
ejected convicts, or to those who have been simply mal- 
contents under foreign Governments, these quesiions arc 
equally pertinent. Can the convict be a desirable acces. 
sion to the population of a free and enlightened Repu!)- 
, lie? Or can we expect our code of laws to cuib that 
,. seditiousness of disposition, which the energy of regal 
\ jpower failed to controul? Obvious as these views are, 
and were, a pernicious infatuation gave birth to an op- 
j^ poslte policy, under the auspices of which, many of the 
■ Governments of the country have passed under the l5o^w- 
PP cr of thb lawless and dcsperau Vc^^\vC\. T\v^ \0^^:A 
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people, now become their subjects, indulge in idle rant 
against Foreigners ; but the truth is, they have no re- 
proaches to cast but upon themselves. 

The next Poem in this collection vas left by the author 
unfinished. It has been thought fit, notwiihstandinff to 
insert it, on account of the many sublime flights of Fan* 
cy, which distinguish it. 

In thak bold originali'ty of thought, and those daring 
flights of fiction, which can proceed from the genuine 
vis poetica alone, the writings of this young Gentleman, 
generally, and the Poem before lis in particular, merit 
high praise. Since CoUkis, some of those points in 
which he shines, have, perhaps, been most rarely at- 
tained. 

Some account of the Desant of TalUyrand into Hell, 
and a few papers on the importance and necessity of a 
Naval Establishment, were the contributions and the 
only ones, of the author, to the anchor club. 

. The Anchor Club was an association of a stftall ban<l 
of literary gentlemen, in which social purposes were 
combined with that of producing a disposition'in the public 
mind towards war with FrarKe. Amidst, all the ribald 
nonsense which has been at various times uttered against 
this Club, and persons denounced as members in the Ja- 
cobin Gazettes, it is remarkable that they have in no m- 
stance stumbled upon a single member. The public ob- 
jects of this institution were confined to a general dc- 
icnce of the Government against its enemies, which 
ivDs conceived to admit of more efficacious execution 
fy" urging to a war with the French R.c^vx\>\\c, vVvwibY 
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ary other. To this end, the members unremittingly 
; - devoted their efforts, until the government vihifh they 
^ ;.;, defended proved recreant, and deserted its own cause 
. i by making peace with the enemy. The object of the 

fT Club was no longer attainable ; and the labours of the 

:'(■ members ceased. 

,. The Descent of Talleyrand, may with advantage be 

,v^ set in opposition to any production of American genius. 

>; Its conclusion contains no very remote allusion to the 

■i melancholy cause of the rupture of the Club. It is to 

'. be regretted that this cause so disheartened the mind of 

• the patriotic author, that he could never after resume suffi- 
cient composure on the subject to continue it. 

The remainder of the volume consists of the short oc- 
casional sallies of intervals of complacency or disgust, 
.j^ The son^ written and sung at a Festival held in Com- 
': memoraiion of the Victory of Lord Nelson, well pour- 
[ trays the impressions made by that immortal exploit, 
.' upon the minds of all but the gloomy and sullen slaves and 
■ devotees of Republican despotism. 

■ -; It did not appear unseemly, nor treasonable, in the sight 
'. of the Poet, to exult at the fortune oi unrivalled valour 
.' and unrivalled virtue. 

The pretty lines to a Robin, were occasioned by the 

return of a favorite to his nest on a little spray, within 

reach from the window of a study, where the author had 

y^' often fed him from his hand. The bird had been flight- 

'if cned away and disappeared for a whole season. His rc- 

"ii turn on the following Spring occ^xVoTVfc^ ^\ti Xwkw -^Siw- 

J Jaded to, 

i a a 
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Mr. Qifftofi VIS in stature of the middle size, his per« 
son well proportioned!, and not inelegant. The portrait 
prefixed to this volume is a tolerable accurate delineation 
of hit features j he had an eye so animated, and a coun- 
tenance generally, of such interest and prepossessioo, 
^that the most skilful Fainter could not have hoped to 
copy them* 




THE GROUP. 



KEY-PLATE TO THE GROUP. 



Preiidenf, a rope-maker ^ T y , 

Solon Verges, a carpenter, L d. 

Tom Belch, a drcfoer, J ni. 

Gaffer Macgoggle, a shipwright, , . , P . n . 

Richard Sniffle, a carpenter, M ' y . 

Nat Futtock, a shipwright, H -n. 

Gobbo Finis, a coffin-maker, 13 s s, 

Gudgion, a strange Jiih, little known, . . S— — — d, 

John Stripe, a schoolmaster, L— — — e. 

Nat Gluepot, a joiner, F ' n. 

Toby Twist, a rope-maker, P e. 



\ 






THE 

GROUP. 



** It were no better than picture-like to hang against a 
«< wall if renown made it not itir." con. 



IHAKSPSAHI. 



P. 



ICTURES, as paint and canvass, I despise j 
I like the virtues they immortalize, 
And while such worth, with critic eye Iscan ; 
I love the likeness, and adore the man. 

Thus, by the States' decree, in living lines, 

Triumphantly, the Group of S— - — th k shines ; 

Demands the meed of verse, and blots the praise 

Of ancient pencils and of modem days; 

Makes Brouwer dull, transcends the grotesque school. 

And out-apes Nature in a nat*ral fool. 

None saw, but in the Poet's page alone, 

The breathing canvass, or the speaking stone; 

Bu: here the prodigy all must allow. 

And what was fiction tlien, is real ooHf « 
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Ak artist, once, in days of old, *tis said^ 
With peerless sleight, had finish'd off a. head^ 
And, to complete the wonder with a word, 
Speak! said the Artist. — ^nota muscle stii*d: 
Not so our painters, e're the piece was done, 
The kennel openM, and the cry begun. 

Oh! happy Artists, of the palra secure! 
You manage with such art the clair-obscurey 
With talents so profound, such potent skill, 
You've n>ade e'en ** dusky darkness visible:^* 
To little purpose, 1 the wreath present ; 
Your works, great masters, are ) our monument. 
The soul's broad feature there I teach to trace^ 
(Tho' all behold, yet few can read a face), 
And, while each figure labors to excel, 
The little story of his life I tell. 

Those, of my readers who are desirous of viewing 
this extraordinary Group of drolls, may learn in the fol-.. 
lowing lines, the time and place, when and where it xpay, 
be seen gi^atis. 

Near Ebcmezer, spot belov'd by fame, 
Shines it each Monday night in wooden firame. 
And, round tlie place, vnih e^ual jtylc display'd> 
A thousand pretty scenes in light and shade. 
Here black Europas gain their cream skinn'd Bu^lls y. 
There tipsy Bacchus's with broken sculls ; 
Observe you will oft pictured as you pa§s. 
Young Danaes ravish'd by a diop of brass ; 
Joves, clad in bear-skin, suck Calista's paw, 
And sleeping Venuses on beds of straw. 
These the bright models are from which arose 
The choicest graces that our picture owes.. 



A chief and fouirteen more compose the fitctf 
A master gander and his flock or geese I 
Where president and all with one accord, 
Are circumseated at an empty board, 
W^ith. this distinction, he obtains a chair, 
Thrice lucky man 1- the rest on stools appear. 

Sweet Sylph, who seek*st the fleecy cloods rtfost^ 
Or giv'st its colours to the morning rose, 
The painted beam delighting to jmtie ;. 
And form'st fantastic figures in the sky. 
Come be my Muse, tell whence each feature springy 
And flutter couod thy poet while he sings. 
Shall I, dear comrade, to my subject true, 
The gentle bathos in the tale pursue ? 

8r, rising gradual iip the soft ascent 
f a bright climax, gain the President ? 
" Order is Heaven's first law ! the poet^ lays 
'* Must class the grades of virtue they would pruse;^ 
" To the exalted give peculiar grace, 
'' As first in merit, so the first m place.** 
True, but, on second tho't, 1 shrewdly deem 
Their parts all librate on too nice a beam ;. 
As these in this, so those in that excel, 
A fly-blow here, or there would turn the scale. 
*' Then what so plain ? pursue the artist's track ; 
•* First ske ch the fore-ground, middle, then the back,'* 
Alas 1 that 1 such counsel roust refuse ! 
'Tis all back-ground, all shadaw, gentle muse. 
Well one by one their merits thou advance. 
E'en as they came into the world — 6y chance. 

Of happy quaintness, and.a wingless wit, 
On yon joM>t stool see pondering Verges sit. ^ 
No coinmon 'habitant is he of Earth, 
Cats bark! d, and horses whislWd '4lVi\&\im\v y 
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From trances deep, to caper, snails awoke. 
Oysters grew eloqaent, and cockles spoke. 
As omens promised, so the babe appeared, 
Grac'd in his cradle with a length ot beard, 

Sure type of wisdom and a nose so rare, 
To it no breach-boin nozzle might compare ; 
Such weight of muscles, prominence of beef, 
What an could give a nose like his relief? 

Wh I le yet a child impulsive genius strains 
Tog^ain the birth, and throbs his teeming brains ; 
And fledg*d with mandates, featured with resolves. 
The legislative faculty evolves. 

Fo R plastic nature, in a sportive fit, 
The germ of greatness in the matrix spit; 
There quickening humours scarcely her obey. 
And coqes of future Law, in embryo, lay. 
But soon the birth impatient from the core 
Irruptive burst, and issued at the pore. 
Like carbuncles, around the brain did thrive, 
And all the husj sur&ce seemM alive. 
But some object against such gifts as these, 
**"They clothe the soul in vile excrescences i" 
To which I thus reply, as shrewd as just. 
What is an apple pye without a crust : 
And sages tell us, 'till by art reveal'd. 
In the rude block the statue lies concealed ; 
So here if art, or chance, or reason can 
Chip off the iegidator there's the man. 

Now had he gain'd an age mature and ripe, 
And leamM to blow his nose, and smoke a pipe ; 
From post to pillar kick'd, he scratched his pate, 
-^Jidroschims^U^ ^iVisa of ibe »taic ; 



Chose, thro* gii instioct, by the lov^ign crowd 
The ass hk owners knew, and brayM aloud, 
Thus camcj at length, the bright, the happy hpurg 
When fame should lead him to her civic bower; 
When he the garland round his head should wear. 
Of fragment^ tre^surM up in safety there; 
For in the workshop of his brain were strewn, 
Speeches half fram*a, well seasonM by the Mopn« 
Promiscuous heaps of chips, ^nd unwrought stuffy 
Motions jeckM out^ and ideas in the rough. 

Who c*er rejects, whatever ills oppose. 
Still cull a statesman by his ample nose ; 
For some, | know, maliciously, fnaintain 
That noses are the strainers of iht brain, 
And if, unluckily, tbiey prove too big, 
Out leak the brains, and lurch the scull and wig) 
Nay, waxing personal, say Solon's foes 
Nature has piuck'd his tongue to plume his qqi^ 
Thus teaching Verges that she sent him here 
An object of the eye, and not the ear j 
And when, t* allure the fool^ ambition suQg 
He should have smeit a rat, and held his tOiigiW* 
But Mas, the day \ am I obiig'd to te{l 
That wisdom in a snout delights to dwell; 
That, not to one poor sense alone con$n'd| 
It teems with all the powen of the mind. 
Shew me a man with extra talents blest, 
1*11 show a nose as far before the rest. 
See I that which nature gave to G — t— n, 
Frowns, like a rock, upon his mouth and chip, 
Threat'ning aloud,^ each moment as he goes, 
To fall like thunder on his patriot toes. 
Whatgain'd Jew-groom (i) the democradc tlvxO'^l 
What, but his supplicating; nose iVoivt'l 
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If megrims plague the head, or spleen deform, 
A pinch of snufF becalms the gatner'd storm i 
And oft, when impudence infests the brain. 
Tweak but the nose, and all is right again. 
When by the nose we say a man is led, 
A chain of reasoning sways the subject head ; 
And all the world consents, an empty snout, 
Nor sense, nor truth, nor logic turns about. 
'Tis true that heads, which stupid were before, 
By use of wine, will straight with wit run o'er, 
And, as the volume of the fancy grows, 
E'en so expands its title page, the nose. 

Thus have I made my proposition good, 
And done much more than even Verges could ; 
For oft' he sung, in melancholy plight. 
And notes symphonious to the dogs of ni^ht, 
Oh 1 could I prove my brain was not a tripe, 
And, that my nose was not a cl-s-r-p>pe, 
Happy were I, and happy were my pen ; 
But who can make a capon of a hen? 
Oh 1 Solon, could the muse, in Leth6 deep, 
For ever let thy tongue forgotten sleep, 
I'd not expose it to the public roar, 
As it has often done by thee before : 
But restassur'd, ar far as justice may, 
I'll hide its follies, and its fame display. 

True, in the House he barely chews his cud, 
And chips his claws, as many others would ; 
Yet can nie wonderfully wag his jaw. 
And blow a soap-sud bubble thro' a straw ; 
And can, by putting of his nose thereto, 
JDcmc what kind of filth perfumes your shoe. 
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Tho' in the legislature he despair, 
Look on yon group, he makes a figure there : 
As busy aspens quiver in the gale, 
As sing the rattles in the serpent's tail, 
As catfish at a meal, as fools at fair, 
So his abstract of tongue is busy there : 
And ever, like the v^riggling tadpole found. 
It kicks, and flounces in a flood of sound. 

When, to this vorthy man, the tidings came, 
That he was summoii'd, in the people's name. 
To give them laws, he humbly thank'd the crowd, 
•• Grinn'd horribly a ghastly smile," andbow'd. 
Then, turning to his shop, with lengthened chin, 
He pull'd his trowsers up and tumM ag'in. 
Again he turns, again his breech he pulls. 
And thus apostrophis'd his shop and tools, 
** Thou offspring of my toil, dear little shed ! 
•' Farewell, I will not leave thee long," he said; 
*' Thy boards can witness, and thy joints disclose, 
•* That not by cunning, nor by art I rose. 
" And you, ye tools of well tried steel, adieu, 
" Ye little chisels, and ye gimlets too, 
** Who, like your master, ne'er would feel the bit, 
*' But hit the very spot you should not hit; 
•• Where'er I go, I'll think upon your weal, 
•* For every sympathetic block I'll feel, 
" The smallest sprig in safety still shall dwell ; 
•* Sweet Tools adieu, dear little Shed farewell," 
He said, and scratch'd his head with sapient air^ 
A proof he had a iittie semething there. 

Now rose his ancient hat, patch'd was his shoe^ 
His strides were len^th'ned, and h\s vm^tt ^t.N« \ 
And of his coal; his freedom coat t\o douNiX., 
The back was widcnM, and the s\cwc*\ex. o>aX^ 



Thcliag of meal, which promisM futuw krCAi!, 
Now pinchM his stomack to supply his head, 
The wenches lecr'd, the neighbours cryM good lal 
And frighted infants screaih'd, that's not pappal 

I HATE the midnight lamp, to read is pain, 
Tho' books may gild with thought the ideot brain, 
Old musty parchment may perfume the sciill. 
And see-saw poets make the stupid dull $ 
Yet let this truth, in sweetest numbers, flow. 
What Nature teaches is enough to know, 
What instinct, at our birth, she bounteous gave^ 
Is all we want, and all we ought to have ; 
He's dear to Fame who simply boasts of this. 
Such Midas was, and hungry Verges is. 
Virtues like these my kindling soul inspire. 
And 1 consume with bright poetic tire ; 
Fresh wreaths of moss, around his wig shall twine^ 
Who proudly knows not three times three arc nine, 
But, when the sun has set, can ttiU 'tis night. 
And knows to scratch his vermin when they bite. 
If hunger gripe him, he can wisely say, 
A bone would cure it, or a crust allay ; 
If troubled he can growl ^ if tickled, grin, 
And feels uneasy if he breaks his shin : 
This, this is wisdom Nature deigns to own, 
And thts oh I Verges is thy praiM alone. 

Su c H is the face which banes on ramoor's wing, 
And such thfc matchless merit which I ung. 
Accept one boon, dear Solon, e^re we part, 
The kind, warm wishes of a friendly heart. 
Z,on^ miy'st thou live the peoples* rismg hope, 
^//y/ cJimb the ladder, ana avoid the to^ •, 
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And may, like mine, some much admiring pen 
jGive thee a gentle sonnet now, and then ; 
Still o'er thy noddle may the poppy bo\\% 
And sweet meconium circumfuse thy brow ; 
None brighter in yon breathing picture shine, 
None longer flourish in the poet's line. 
And death in vain his mortal fillip give : 
There may'st thou figure, here forever live ; 
That men may construe, as they pass along, 
How looks an Ass*s head above the throng. 

Her E I beg the reader will pardon me, if I lead IiJm 
from the flower-covcr*d mountain of poetry, whf*re rhyme 
responds to rhyme, and the warbling lines pair togc- 
-thcr like young doves, down to the lev meadow ground 
of humble prose ; and be patient while I recite the heads 
of a conversation, which took place, between a friend and 
-myself, some minutes subsequent to the close of the last 
verse. After having perused the above lines, he ques^ 
tioned as follows. 



DIALOGUE. 

F. Pray sir what may be your object in the high stile 
of compliment you arc displaying, in my opinion to very 
little purpose? 

P. I HOPE to the most salutary purpose: it will 
have a powerful tendency to point out the propriety of 
countenancing a system of mental, and pecuniary ct\aalaN( v 
to develope to the world instances o^ ^it^vt«a^ Xxx^^-^^tv- 
dent of education ; and to turn iV.e UWvc^ v^^s^«.V\w>^QNi^^cv 
ifvcr books and scholastic cobwebs, mi^^aQ\V^^>'^^^^'^'^'^'^ 
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natural channel : in short sir, I wish to bring all mankind 
down to the valley flowing with the milk of common pro- 
perty, and the honey of oblivion, 

F. Your pen and tongue very illy accord in this par- 
ticular ; despising books as you affect to do, it were easy 
to imnginc you would rather assist to diminish, "than mul- 
tiply the number. 

P. Even shcIi is the drift of my design: is it bad 
policy to turn the edge of your enemy's weapon against 
himself; or will the operation of salutary medicine ba 
the less energetic if given under the label of a poison ? 
i think not; and therefore hope my simples, however 
nauseous, may expel what are leally poisons firom the 
system. 

F. Many a book written with nearly the same 
intention, has proved an antiperistasis, and strengthened 
what it sought to destroy. But could you find no cha- 
racters, to exemplify your principle, who move more 
in the sphere of public observance than those repre- 
sented in the object of your adulation? 

P. None, who stand more on the ground of ren- 
dezvous; this, sir, is the last level, which can neverfluctu- 
ate : you have had a prospect of the scene I presume? 

F. A kind of lobby view, through a crack in the exhi- 
bition room, where after betiaying some trifling symptoms 
of trepidatifOn, such as an involuntary erection of hair ; a 
strong vibratory motion of the nerves; and a suffusion of 
colds\ve3t over the externals j I proceeded to make a few 
con/ecturcs on the wonderful ph«iiom«UQU« Mto^i"^ 
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tliOQghit what I saw might be produced on the wall hy 
means of a magic Izuitern ; but on closer inspection, I 
found they had three dimensions; and smiled at their simi- 
larity in appearance to a circle of grandsire apes diverting 
themselves by grinning at each other, while they pushed 
into the fire fragments of fuel left unconsumed by their pre- 
decessors : but at Jlength, waving the question, whether 
they were fictitious delusions, or actual productions of na- 
turC) I exclaimed, in the words of the poet, 

•* Men, bearded, bald, cowl'd, uncowl'H, shod, unshod. 
Peel*d, patch'd, and pye-bald, linsey-woolsey brothers, 
■ Grave mummers! sleeveless some and shirtless others." , 

P. Well, is not the union of such variefy a very 
pretty thing, seeing the propensity of Nature to scatter 
inen abroad ; particularly where the passions are predomi- 
nant, they repel each other like the corresponding poles of 
somanv magnets ;> or fly in a thousand directions, like die 
nysot a taper ; and nothing could have brought so m^ny 
heterogeneous particles together, had not our artist, like 
a lens, thrown them into one focus. 

F. Ps H A w ! you see precisely the same thing in every 
mob ; with this difference, the mob possesses more energy, 
and is not quite so ill favoured. But then, I must make 
some exceptions ; for, after the agitation 'of my spirits had 
somewhat subsided, and I was at liberty to contemplate 
more fully, the physiognomy of the figures before me, j 
soon discovered three or four faces which varied essentially 
from the rest, and appeared to bear none of those charac« 
teristics you so highly prize. 

P, I well knovr which yo\lmC3LTv,"^-^-'^\^'^^'-^-''^^ 
P— u — e and I — n — n, and pctVvA^%^av^ tsXR.^^ ^^t \tfi^^ 
President of the same claw. 



F. The first four are the gentlemen to. whom T allude ; 
-the other face is altogether neutral, and bespeaks a mind 
which neither aifiims or denies, but seems to oscillate per- 
petually between the two sides of a question, and backs 
and fills like a ship lying off and on in a storm. A maa 
** Who, now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 
** Means not, but blunders round about a meaning.'* 
As is somewhere said of pretty nearly the same kind of 
person. But touching the other gentlemen, I suppose 
you have nothing to say, 

P. Why truly sir, it is, unpleasant to find blemishes 
like these in a picture in every other respect of finished 
excellence : but there are spots in the Sun. Besides, they 
have their use ; for while like vapours, they, cast a shadow 
over the piece, they are a medium that adds lustre to the 
Hales wiih which the heads of their noble colleagues are 
adorned, 

V. That they shed a ray of respectability on the resf ,^ 
1 believe is truer than you designed to admit, and therefore 
1 pray you throw them aside, pass thera over in silence ; 
for, should you condescend to eulogise such characters ten 
to one, but they would repay your panegyric with ingrati- 
tude. You know what the philosopher says, " A garland 
wove by stupiJirv cannot sit easy on the head of a genius." 
Yoi would be still mingling your poppies.and n^ndrakes 
in the wreath. 

P. Calm your apprehensions my dear friend, and 
while 1 acknowledge your compliment, permit me to as- 
sure you, that I have ever held them unworthy of sharing 
/hebr'/ght ;e»'nrd with those incomparable faces I mean to 
tfi^njFy with a plume of immortal verse: viV\?iX. vV\tv«oxVd 
caJUmen of aiidcrstaadinQ and propr'iciy, CMititNw ^o^^t» 
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that disseminating liberality of sentiment, for which it is 
a thorough paced demagogue's piety to pant, and whiqh 
I shall ever esteem my highest praise to have promoted. 
You must now allow mc to proceed with my task. 

Again, dear Muse, come mingle in the song, 
And hring some democratic friend along ; 
Or black, or white, no matter, bond or free. 
Nay prithee sweet one, do not frown on mc ; 
Yon asl^ing jowl, and saucy pleading eye 
So eloquently speak, who could deny ? 

In some rude spot, not far from many a stew, 
From youth to bearded manhood Futtock grew ; 
Still hand and glove with every sweep and fool, 
His tutor impudence, the streets his school. 
Grace to his soul ho mellowing beam convey 'd, 
His passions bloom*d and ripened in the shade, 
By wit untemperMj unrestrain'd by sense; 
For men are virtuous in impertinence : 
Happy as sttipid in whate'er degree, 
Tjie height of bliss is blank stupidity. 

As age increased, this doubt perplex'd his mind, 
Whether, or not he were of human kind ; 
His mother's husband was a man 'tis true, 
His mother dear might be a woman too; 
But many a husband wears the lusty horn, 
And many a monster lives of woman born ; 
And what to monsters shall prescribe a shape, 
That an Acephalus, or this an Ape ? 

Once from his sleepless straw, at break of dav. 
With adz and maul, he took his ^eciswc \sv^\ 
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Deep ruminating on his doubtful kind. 
When lo ! the river at his feet declined, 
Soon, to the liquid glass his eye apoli'd, 
He saw his monkey visage in the tide, 
Dcspairincf saw, and sought the street, with speed, 
To ground his judgement on another's creed. 

And now the sun thro' eastern windows play'd^ 
And 'woke to labour many a drowsy maid ; 
Lau^h'd at the laggard as he stole along, 
And filPd the pavM-way with a busy throng ; 
When Futtock, frantic for his luckless face, 
Seiz'd on a passenger and told his case. 
Friend, quoih the man, whatever beast you bc> 
Your tongue and form extremely disagree ;. 
I've seen no ape with oral meaning blest. 
No man with bones so raonkecally drest: 
But, ere our final judgment we declare, 
Impart what animals your parents were. 
Both, gentle sir, responds the trembling elf, 
They both were human creatures like yourself; 
A^ain, ere you to light and being came, 
, Did never monkey fright your pregnant dame? 
Never. Your father? Yes, 1 heard him say^ 
He saw them running wild in Africa. 
Enough, enough, enough 1 the stranger criet, 
You owe your figure to your father's eyes; 
Hid he been blind, or hug'd his native place, 
A human form had blest his fond embrace ; 
But, far frsm home, he cross'd the fearful main 
To forest deep, or monster haunted plain. 
Where, lifting up his curious eye, he saw 
A little monkey on the retina : 
And, thence transmitted to the pineal gland, 
He brought thy idea oversea and Und; 
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His ippetency flames, in many a curve. 

The little image dances on the nerve, 

His wife impressM, the embryon cub began,^ 

And lo ! an ape begotten by a man : 

So oft by procreating fowls, is seen 

A lurking toad beneath the herbage green, 

Whose filthy. ^ape the doating male alarms. 

And stamps a quadruped with all its charms. 

What tho' no tail, in dangling grace, appears 

To deck thy breech, yet calm thy rising fears; 

From the brief Os coccyges, we infer 

A signal Orans^ Outang character. 

Anan ! .quoth Nat, his oxen eyes at rest,' 

His fallen chop reposing on his breast, 

And fix'd each palsied puzzled member grew;^ 

For not one letter of one word h c knew. 

But soon,.a vent, his bursting griefs provide. 

He curs'd himself and all the world beside; 

Apes, asses, monkevs, men his rage proscribes^ 

By individuals some, and some by tribes. 

This sweet vociferation all admir'd, 

While some the nature of his woe enquired, 

Sooth*d with soft wordff, the wild tempestuous yell, 

And bore the hapless maniac to his cell. 

Why should I sing how there the friendly clao 

Deciar'd, in very deed, he was a man, 

To none inferior* in the least degree, 

On the broad scale of French equality : 

Suffice it, that his renovated frame 

Enjoyed their counsel, and at length became 

A brawler brave at every factious fray. 

And great zsgar^onjhidu (2 ) in his way. 

This, as the group vith annual touch refin'd, 

Not unobserV'd escapM the S — h — k mind ; 

In him our Artists >saw their stamp confest, 

And drew his figure there among the rest. 



Where'er arotwd your shifting optics barn, 
Some rising beauty greets them in its turn ; 
Yon figure see^ with thicicest fogs begirt. 
That batch of tallow jill belac'd with dirt^ 
Where thou, dear Muse, may'st recognise the plan 
Of thy old island mooncalf, Caliban ^^ 
A butcher once, by grazing now he thrives, 
Is far more stupid than the ox he drix'es, 
Dead tho' he livcth, tho' a savage tame, 
A mule by nature, and Tom Belch by name : 
Him must the world detest ; so let it be I 
W^hat's filth to them, is frankincence to me. 
Should his swollen head and weeping nose declare. 
That too much blabber floats in quiet there, 
Where nev^r knowledge casual entrance found 
To flash one glimmer on the dark profound j 
With fond delight I view the happy sign, 
And mark him in the register as mine. 
Behold each bloated muscle seems to say , 
In ever drowsy stillness let me lay ; 
And sleep so absolute within him reigns, 
That the blood doses in his lazy veins. 
That not contented with the night's regale. 
He slumbers cheerly at the bullock's tail. 
Abroad, at, home, at table, in the straw, 
If still, this ruling pjuision is the law ; 
And this one phrase his nature will define. 
That but to teach h\m is an anodine ; 
I own it all with measureless content, 
A sleeping man must still be innocent. 

Muse still delight me with thy song subKme, 
Translate yon Highland face to English rhyme; 
Make to the \Yorli Macgoggle's merit known. 
With ^11 Lavater's.spirit and tliy own. 
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SoMR thirty years, mid oakum, tar and dirf^ 
Wiih fellow reptiles, and urifled^^*d deserr, 
Th is undistinguishM grub escapM our sight, 
That flutters now a beetle of the night. 
Fame now , to him, ker ready hand bestows, 
And to hpr. temple leads him by the nose; 
Where, treacherous grown, away the wanton flings,^ 
And leads the puppet in his leading strings. 

Now here, now there, as trade and honor call-i 
He mounts xh^stage^ or thunders in the Hall^ 
Timber, and words, distorts a thousand ways^ 
Now rips a bottom up, aud now a phrase*. 

What men by labour and attention gai»| 
Full handed tmure lavished on his brain, 
Gave him to act the rhetorician's part^ 
To rise by instinct, and to curse by heart. 
Thus I thus accomplished he has got the knacl^ 
To analyze an idea in a crack : 
Should, haply, something like a thought arise,. 
A swarm of ragged words dispute the prize, 
And piece-meal, jointless, hither thither tost, 
The poor dismemberM notion yields the ghost. 
Once, with his siibjj^ct warmM, I heard him say, 
" The stones vindictive gallopM o'er the dray, 
And that same dray, with more than mortal force, 
Burst nature's barrier, and o'erleap'd the horse." (3) ; 
What gems of eloquence are here display'd. 
Figures full dress'd, and thoughts in masquerade ; 
What scenes of fancy on our senses ope. 
There roaj.s hyperbole, here squints a trope j 
And'what great voice could e'er endue so quick .^ 
With. life a dray, o^ vivify a brick*.^ 



Not vi holly blest is man of woman born, 
The Ass, that crops ihe thistle, feels the thorn ; 
When warm'd with lust, that passion unr-efinM, 
If husbands fear him, or if wives are kind. 
This thought his peace forever must annoy. 
They're slaves who fear him, wretches who enjoy. 

Lo ! Sniffle speaks, with 'witcliing cadence blest^ 
Hush every breeze, be every foot at rest ; 
Suspend the tides, they roll alas 1 too loud, 
Stay the dread thunder in the kindling cloudy 
Let each fond planet loiter in i^ sphere. 
And every star of every system hear. 
What mortal e*cr with darker brow appeared ? 
What mortal ever strokM a stiffer beard ? 
Looks, words, and gestures all consistent shine, 
A boarin prospect, and in speech a swine. 
Mark how he labours, like a qualmish pup 
Surcharged with prog-, to pump his vomit up; 
Mark how his wezand learns to lisp, and roar 
In language utterance never knew before ; 
And mark, oh mark 1 that trembling, lurking eyt^ 
Which light confounds, and nought can jusufy. 

But still, wherever seen, on land, or seas, 
Or thro' a pill'iy, still that face must please ; 
That voice must charm, thro' every ear it meet» 
Hawking old rags, old rags, about the streets ; 
And all must that peculiar twitch premier, 
Whether as shoe black, or a scavenger. 

Sniffle, the stupid shrugs the leer is thinei 
The vulgar winkj and methodistic whine ; 
Securely, thou may*st innocence betray, 
Then stop thy ass's earS| and ^link away i 
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If two cant shre<ls of scripture, pitly said, 
Will pg the mouths of censure, and the maid : 
But will they, Sniffle, while they bribe renown. 
Becalm the angry quills of conscience down ? 

Happy are they who, tho* unsainted yet, 
Wear loose religion like a chemisette, 
W^hose ample make leafves every action free. 
And casts a shade o'er each deformity. 
A jackdaw faith, mischievous, chatt'fing thing, 
Dress'din a plume of every heathen's wing,. 
Owns ^ods of commerce, beauty, gold and spunk, 
With christain Bacchus spiritually drunk. 

Oft have I seen a member of this crowd, 
In gospel language blasphemously loud. 
Who ; while the tributary wheat he draws, 
Delights your tickled ears with holy straws. 

The lights extinct, andbarr'd the cautious doors, 
Hid from all eyes, the midnight orgie roars ; 
Where many a novice maiden learns to tell 
Of the new birth, the first great principle. 
There Sniffle revels blest among the blest, 
At feasts of love who would not be a guest ? 
Or, while his brothers loudly preach, and pray, 
Picks up his language foranother day. 
A s broken legs and arms, when set with care, 
Grow vastly stronger than they ever were^ 
And as the uniform protects the man, 
So Sniffle, who can form a better plan, 
Sins now and then, that he may be forgiven. 
And wears the national cockade of heaven. 
He thinks, should he the Infidel defraud, 
^Twill hurt the devil's cause, and serve his God, 



To each stray brother, still he Cries rcpcilt, 
Converts a sister with a fond intent, 
Keeps every christian law that serves his turn, 
, And wenches rather than the flesh should bum : 
But should he find at last, by some disaster, 
•* He cannot live by God, He'll change his master." 

If Pan, Apollo's h3rpe'er whistled down, 
If Ballad mongers ever charm'd the town, 
He, above all men, has the gift alone 
To bring an anthem down to Bob and Joan. 
Oft' have I seen, the whilst a hymn he'd troul, 
The mad'ning gutters all in concert roll ; 
Seen list*ning cows forget to chew the cud. 
And pigs like dolphins tumble in the mud. 
"With eyes up-turn'd, and paw upon her heart, 
I saw a cat with giddy rapture start, 
And an old dog, when far firom home astray, 
Throw down his bone, and run for life away. 

Sniffle, feirewcll, defy the brow of shame, 
T!)y friendly poet has embalmM thy name ; 
Thro* every kind of dirt performM the deed. 
Mine is the labor, thine the happy meed. 

Pa R D o N^me, noble president, I pray. 
Thy too long exile from the sprightly lay, 
Which soon will spread its insect wing, and sail 
With thee, all glowing, in its phosphor tail. 

Th o* many wonder how thou found'st the way. 
Who art, God wot, no Solomon they say, 
To that great walk where ropes of law arc twin'd, 
Curb hjiitcrs for the many headed Vi\nd^ 
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And thon a mighty silkworm of the train, 

Yarn from thy bowels spia'st, and not thy brain, 

Vet I thy Bard, with keen poetic eye 

Much legislative .use in thee can spy: 

While some, as spinners, weave the long debate. 

Some work prepare, some turn the wheels of Statc^ 

Thou and thy party, as a post, shall rise 

To bear one side the axle as it flics. 

And teach the ruin'd government to feci 

That rotten rests may topple down a wheel. 

Or else, a spoke, thro' the wide circle range, 

And be on either side,as matters change. 

But not for thee tlie lyre alone is strung ; 

Some worthy faces still remain unsunsr, 

Whom much Vm grievM to slight, constraint, alas! 

To give them just a friendly nod, and pass. (4) 

See Stripe, who loves the truant troop to flog, 
A striking portrait of a Pedagogue ; 
Him, do the fates a lasting name decree. 
No cunning man, no necromancer he. 
And false it is, what wicked wits declare, 
The D 1 help*d to cast h'lsjigure tlicre. 

Next Gobho Finis, on the left appei'-s, 
Frowns on the Group, and shakes his ass's ears 5 
Whose temper, if aright his face I spell, 
Is harsh, discordant, and untunablc. 

Gudgeon, accept the comfort I impart 
To cheer thy drooping frame, for tho* thou art 
Mute as Mack'rel, as a Flounder flat, 
1 like thee. Gudgeon, ne'er the less for that : 
Yet sinali this consolation ; well I wot 
Thou' ft a Fish our of waier, 3i]^v. v\voMTi^v't 

D 
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Now Twist and Glucpot figure in the rear> 
No jot less noble than their Colleagues are j 
Like them they envy Virtue's modest crown, 
And join the cry to huntall order down. 

When Britain, smarting for an Infant lost, 
Pour'd War's black tempest round our trembling coast, 
Deep and more deep the gath'ring vapours crouJ, 
And Death's red standard glittered in the cloud, 
JForthvvith, behold! the Jacobinic crew, 
Appall'd, to lurking holes of^afety flew, 
While burst the din of battle on their ear, 
And in their coward caverns slunk for fear* 
The brave did then in many a phalanx join. 
And Justice gave new vigor to the line ; 
Then did our chieftain wave his warriour arm, 
•• Ride iathe whirlwind and direct the storm," 
Thro* many a sleepless night and labour'd day 
Bring Glory, Happiness, and Peace away ; 
While Sister Virtues fair, from every shore, 
Emboss'd the tributary wreath he wore. 
And Heav'a his soul approving, stoopM to hear 
The voice of Conscience sing so sweetly there. 

But danger past, the asgravated roar, 
or hurtling War, and Carnage, heard no more, 
Why they could steal, in safety from their den, 
And bid each dastard hair lie smooth again ; 
View his meridian beam with flutt*ring gaze. 
Or shut their orbs of darkness on the blaze. 
Could, ever anxious for the spoils of strife. 
Blaspheme their country's dearest name, and life : 
Wing the black shaft, protrude their blades of lathj^ 
And spit their froth, and venom round hli path. 
Thrice brilliant souls, to you each Gnome shall raise 
' The shout of triumph, and the song of praise, 
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And every urchin of the dark abode 

Shall scatter wrecks of havock in your road* 

The hour is hastening, when on equal feet 
Exalted Virtue, and low Vice shall meet ; 
When Envy, Faction, Indolence shall rage. 
In one wild tempest, thro^ the troubled age t 
Then human dignity shall meet its doom. 
Devotion perish, Reason, Worth, a tomb. 
In the rude wastes of Ignorance, shall find. 
And true J^uality shallbless mankind. 
So when the Kamsin of the Desert flies 
*Twixt ardent sands, and summer kindled skiei^ 
The gasping trav'ler meets the and death, 
And, prostrate in the dust, resigns his bieath. 
Then shall no pedant Priest, with learned pride. 
Point out the sacred volume for our guide; 
No more the civil law, or moral page. 
The arm shall fetter, or the soul encage; 
But pile on pile the File of Arts shall raise. 
And all the knowledge of all ages-blaze. 
As when the Gothic conflagration hurl'd. 
Its smoky volumes round the sleeping world : 
The Fiend of Ruin, with demoniac yell. 
Flits round the flame, directs the work of Hell, 
With sheets of sulphur wings the driving gale. 
And shakes destruction from his dragon tail. 
Yet, not as then : the once extinguish'd ray 
Shall ne'er resuscitate another day; 
Here, Science, thy last stage of being lies I 
1^0 other Phcenix, from thy dust, shall rise; 
And no sad vestige shall remain to tell. 
The temple's basis, where thou lov'dst to dwell. 
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: ' JLiO ! in these most dccompHsVd timci. 

-/ How impudence can varnish crimes. 
And prove, by syllogistic rule 
That turpitude is virtue's tool ! 

; The Devil, prank'd in holy guise, 

/, A cherub is to vulgar eyes i 

^ And fortune-hunting folk agree 

'^ That lawless rage is liberty. 

Thus oft they cause a compromise 
'Twixt wrangling contrarieties ; 
Or, in the topsy turvy cause, 
Invert both offices and laws : 
As Irish logic never fails 
To geer draught-horses by their tails. 
Hence bold reformers make appear 
That Prudence is a name for Fear ; 
That Rapine^ Sacrilege^ and Treason^ 
"Do constitute the Age of Reason ; 
That gentle love is deadly spite ; 
That right is wrong, and wrong is rights 
And clear, beyond belief of some, 
That civil war is peace at home. 
Hence, in this period of reform, 
They woo the Gxiddefts in ^ &loim \ 
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Or, blessM with paper-spoiling skill, 
Transfuse their maaness thro'aijiiiUl 
Secure of coming in for sharet, 
Set other people by the cats ; 
And make, of unsuspecting elves, 
A pussey's paw to serve themselves. 
*Tis they who strive to patch and press 
Democracy in freedom'sjdfess. 
To lead the multitude astray 
They clothe her out in colours gay. 
What wore a Gofgon face before^ 
With liberty they lacker o'er. 
To Athens swiftly they repair 
To cull for her a laurel there. 
And pass her on the giddy throng. 
For a fresh beauty fair andy«ung. 
But lo I beneath her placid jaicn 
The fiend licentiousness is seem 
See frantic horror at her side. 
Her hands with guiltless blood htdfd 
And, ill conceaPd by sophist art, 
See all the Devil in her heart; 
Then, gentle people all bewarCi 
And ever shun her deadly snare. 
Let not the painted l(ire deceive, 
•Twill turn vour brightest mom to eve. 
Death lurks beneath hef Cixc6an charmS| 
Take not the harlot to your arms. 
For should her cup his Irps pollute 
The noblest man becomes a brute. 

But you who still with faith nra o'er. 
And are too lazy to explore ; 
IV/jo hold th^t caution is a jest 
W^erp things are with appearance \Awt^ 
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With some content, and little pai», 
Instruction from a Tale may gain. 

An hungry Frenchman, starv'd and lan](^ 
To try a sansculottish prank, 
OF filthv mud and God knows what, 
With Honey gilded o'er a pot ; 
And, sprightly thro' the gaping throngs 
With pot and pottage skip'd along, 
Bawling for life, at evjfiry leap, 
ExcdUnt Dirtee ! vera cheap I 
The people gather'd round Monsieor, 
In haste to view his wond'rous ware ; 
When one, more bold, the rest amongi 
Convey'd a sample to his tongue : 
And, callingMoNsiEUR FouRBB aiOt|. 

Swore it was honey in the pot. 
Ma foi, qnoth he, de name be all^ 
I cannot tell vat you may call. 
Me call it Dirtee, sair withyou— • 
It shall be honey, s'il plait vous*. 
The man resolv'd with no more fuss. 
To back his judgment with his purse; 
The price demanded, tip'd the pay. 
And proudly lug'd the goods away. 
But who can paint the Dupe's surprise 
W^ith mouth a-gape, and saucer eyes, 
W^hen, dipping for a second taste 
He found he'd bargaih'd in a haste ; 
And thence discover'd, luckless wigbt^. 
*T was little better than a bile. 
L.e Fourbc, again, one day he met 
And thus the artful pgue beset: 
No doubt, to you, the sport is btwt, 
Yoa lean, $oap meagre, jaggV\u^Vswit% 
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That I contribute, not a Kttle, 
To find your frogship's peonch in Tittk* 
But know that I, with other folks^ 
Don't ahogeditr like jroor jokes, 
And will not, kindly, understand 
Your honey mong'ringtlight of hand. 
'Twould be to act a proper part 
Will pay you soufldly for your arl^ 
And drub some penitential tones, 
You lying rascal, from your bonet, 
For off 'ring in the open street. 
Your filthy trash foriioney s^vTCt. 
Fardonnez moi, quoth he, 'ttsy^ 
A qui dat complement est due, 
Who swore, before, you payde vtotKy^ 
Bat Dirtee be -ilc Fttuch for noney : 
Dirtee me call, Dirtee it be. 
Who tell de lie sir, ycMi or mc ? 

Thus will you find, m every •tate^ 
Experience teacMS <wit too hte ; 
And, if you heed th* instdfout crew, 
I'th* end theyMl turn the bu^ Ofi/ytoii. 
But, in the end, youUlidsonnd 
The Devil pays his friends in kind:; 
As I shall give youfyvoof enooghttti 
The history of a raggtmofim, 

Tmo' 'tis a11ow'dthat»FraMRce%befnoit 
Demons superlati^xsan boist; 
Yet Ireland makes, of such-ltkcwsic. 
For Lucifer an ample share. 
I therefore, from Shelalah Laiid, 
The Knave of clubs vV^ltiake inhand j 
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'; A mask, to shuffling rogues, of use, 
! Who, nothing stakaog, play the deuce i 
' Will shew how, being in thedumpSr 

. He put his partners to their trumps ; 
' And ere the trichs o*the g^ime were donA, 
How he was forc'd to cut and not. 

Whether he drew tis bogster blood. 
Like Memphian Monster, from the mud ; 
*■ Or was from vagrant meteor shotten; 
■ Or on a cloud was storm>begotten ; 
^; Was ne'er promulg'd nor would't 1 troW| 
i Much edify the World to know. 
•: Yet did he live ; but in what year? 
No matter, so the rest is clear. 

lis was a man, on truth Ms founded, 
1 Of every evil thing compounded. 
\ His brain, an emblem of foul weather, 
' Where jarring atoms fight togeiher, 
. Was copied in the smallest print : 
His mental optics look'd asquint, 
And, to the fashion of his eye, 
His thoughts were coupled so awry, 
That oft his words, a motley crew, 
Most whimsically squinted too. 
A beast he was of such a grain 
No switch could move, nor bit restrain, 
In legal sense ; but ina-fray, 
IfcudgelM well he ran away. 
Liws he view'd as things thut were meaoll 
Ascertain bars to his preferment; 
For *twas his fortune still to stray. 
And keep the interdicted way. 
Thus, if a wish to pilfer rose, 
Justice good wench, would interpose, 



By twiching him beneath the car, 

As who should say, beware! beware] 

Whene'er he sought a fresh supply, 

She like a halter rattled by; 

And oft', when Paddy would proceed, 

She cuflF'dhim soundlvfor. the deed. 

The Constitujion too he saw 

AVas Parent of the smallest hw ; 

Which guarded her, from head to heel; 

Like Wantley's Knrght, with pikes of steel 5 

And made our hero own, by Styx, 

'Twas hard to kick against the pricks. 

Thence was it that he daily sent 

His curses forth on Parliament ; 

And, from his soul abominated 

The king, and all to him related. 

The inward man, one might discerft, 
Was Prototype to the extem, 
Which take it altogether, could 
Not boast two members of a mould. 
Thus edified, and thus endowM, 
Our brave Turf-cutter took the road, 
To where a dark cabal resorted, 
And thus the yelping pack exhorted ; 
In language learnM from uncouth pratings 
At Boxing matches, and Bear-baitings. 
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Ogh honee ! jewels are you there then, 
And after tauking off you borthen, 
' Mf I dont len a han at that 
** The D — 1 may runaway wid Pat, 

What, shall the dogs our tricks prevent, 
And bridle us wi' government. 
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** Den every Irish Sansculotte 
•* May get de haltar round his troat ; 
•* And after being saddled too 
** Be rode to death without a shoe. 
** The Sansculottes at th' head of things, 
*' Live just, my dears like Lords and Kings; 
** While, for de welfare of de nation, 
** Poor fo\k must undergo starvation j 
*• And 1, for this confounded law, 
•* Can ne'er accomodate my maw; 
*• Widout I live on stick and stone, 
•* Or to my fingers work de bone. 
** Sure God sent all things here in common^ 
** Nor made a deed, to man nor woman, 
** Of copy hold or simple fee, 
•* Bv right of which to jockey me* 
*• Adam *tis true, with his heirs male 
** Of Paradise was seized in tail ; 
•* But Whfen h' unwisely sought an heir, 
** Was driven, in a trice from dere. 
*• Snug, wid his coushins all alone, ' 
*• De Bear, in safety gnaws his bone ; 
•* While we, as hungry every straw, 
•* Poor Democrats, get none to gnaw. 
'* Our hungry brod'ren in de West 
•' In troth have lately had one drest ; 
** A present from Dan Porcupine, 
•* Where every moder's son may dine : 
•* With which dey may, as children do, 
** Bote eat their cake, and have it too ! 
•* Or like the Scandinavian Boar, 
** Of Odin*s Hall in days of yore: 
•* Who gorgM by Ghosts from tail to chini 
** At dinner time was dere agin. 

ft 
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** fe* your leave," eicclaini'd another v i^hf, 

** 1*11 set my brother paddy right ; 
It was no bone upon my word, 
For when they met with one accord 
To pick a bit, and wet their whistle, 
Lo ! in their chaps, they mouth'd a thistle ; 
And den were told, as the story passes, 

** That thistle is the food for asses. 

** Well, well ! qupth Pat, the time may come 
When things shall shaft dcre feet at home ; 
When we, dat harnt a wholesome rag on, 
May drive the governmental waggon : 
For by my shoul, when once we rise, 
WeMl take de Kingdom by surprise. 
Seize all the Garters, Stars and Strings, 
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** And all my coushins shall be kings, 
** Arragh, honeys, why not now proceed, 



** We're all united, sure, indeed ! 

** Then let's wid bludgeons, spades and axc»| 

** Go make reprisal of de taxes ; 

** And if dc dogs refuse to gi*em, 

•* By Jases, cross a cudgel wi'em,** 

He said : the kindling faction ran 
From brain to brain, from man to man ; 
And, hey-go-mad I like fleas they fly on, 
With open mouths, to eat theLion» 
In quest of Parliament, the rogues, 
With hoofs well fortified with brogues, 
And tongues wi* the same as roughly shod, 
Away, in a hurly-burly, trod. 
The People they had heard declare 
The burthen was too much to bear ; 
So as they trudged along the road, 
Humanely eas'd them of their load. 
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But Paddy and his brother quacks, 
To a worse hurthep brought their backs : 
To stripes, of various sorts and sizes, 
Fit med'cine for such cnterprizes 
That might, on Paddy's constitution, 
Provoke reform or dissolution. 
Now having cursM his foilM assurance 
While penanQC doing,, months in durance, 
Our restless knave found means to doff 
His gentle gyves and scamper off. 
But this he deem*d a certain rule, 
That Government would kick a fool j 
That all seditious clubs must fail 
Against her mob repelling mail ; 
And that their whisky-bred attacks 
Recoil'd with interest on their backs. 
He therefore quickly cast about. 
To smell tome safer project out. 

From many a grove and rosy vale, 
America perfum'd the gale ; 
But also, from her nestled foes, 
The foetid breath of Faction rose. 
And wafted bliss to Paddy's nose. 
*Twas then his hopes were all alive 
A more successful trade to drive ; 
The Government to draw and quarter 
*Moag folks on t' other side the water. 

Then view our bog bred cab o.i board, 
The sails expand, the Ship unmoorMf 
And cv' ry loyal breeze at play 
To puff the iQonster far away. 
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Now here, now there, alcjft, below, 

Would Paddy, with his comrades, go ; 

And would to gain a Sailor's ear. 

Without a murmur^ reef and steer. 

All this to animate his wishes 

About the land of loaves and fishes. 

Would he perform, while they regale - 

His ears wirh many a golden tale : 

That schemes were forming, with ablutiofl| 

To wash away our Constitution ; 

And try, for ills they say she hath, 

Virginia chalyheare bath ; 

And if she there should make a leg. 

To take the Godddess down a peg. 

As rusty pipe of Indian Squaw 

The candle flame delights to draw. 

And proudly swells to take with joy, 

W^lnt mist in time it*s life destroy; 

So Paddy suck'd, with joyous grin. 

Their monstrous tajes, and humbugs in $ 

And was inflated with the joke, 

(As little sparks may make a smoke, 

W^hen »mid a lieap of chafF they're cas^) 

That Paddy must consume at last. 

Great plans, from forth his brain asleep, 

Would rise like daemons from the deep ; 

To pluck the pldgeons in the West 

And feather for liimself a nest ; 

The federal prop of state to level. 

To drive our Eagle to the Devil j 

And to reform the Legislature, 

And bad oeconomy of nature. 

These and a thousand pretty schemes 

H^a nightly thro' his drunken drcami 3 
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But, when awake, he swore 'twas strange 

The moon should have the face to change ; 

That ev*rv hrook and little drain 

Should bear its tribute to the Main, 

Superflu ousl/ bestowing more, 

O.i that which had too much before ; 

And that it was a burning shame 

The day and night were not the same. 

He would, to mend Miss Luna's case. 

Spread glowing blushes in her face ; 

Each nameless rill, or flood of fame, 

He'd drive to th* place from whence it came : 

And, if the blessed tun so bright, 

Was not more equal in his light, 

He'd rend away his flaming robe, 

And scatter it around the Globe, 

Thus as, sublim'd, his transport went 

E'en to the acme of content, 

Mad Pat, to pad the hoof once more. 

Of freedom landed on the shore. 

But folly, whcresoc'er inclin'd, 

Bears her sharp recompense behind ; 

As oft' our meddling thing of mire, 

Experienc'd to his heart's desire. 

Of markets and their gains to prattle 
Of fruit, of poultry, corn, and cattle, 
Some Farmers on the wharf together 
Had met, when Paddy blunder*d thither. 
These to encounter, beard to beard, 
Nor time nor impudence he spar'd ; 
But whisper'd that to shew them play 
He came from Ireland all the way. 
With thread-bare saws, at\d o^\\)?&\xtk\SAN.Oi:(^^ 
HU stupid gab wsis all o'er "^AXcYi^d^ 
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To cry the British Min'stry down, 
He thought it stood him much upon ; 
For which his tainted brain was stor'd 
With many a senseless magpie word : 
. And, storming on, with might and main, 
He railM, took breath, and rail'd again. 
Thus it is that patriots prate. 
In noise and nonsense only great, 
Of politics ; when in their gears 
They'd mount, ye GodS) beyond the spheref « 
Without reflectinfT, by the b)C, 
An Ass must get him wings to fly. 
Says one of these ** the effect I see, 
•* What then is principle to me ; 
** This watch instructs me o*er and o'er>^ 
•* I view her face, and ask no more." 
That watch, however you came by't, 
Mich like your hsarl, is seldom right: 
Yet let some skilful artist well 

. Adjust the motive principle, 
The cause correct, I'm bold to say 
,The face will lead you not astray. 
But is the time piece, e'er so true, 
It sill must cha'jge to pleasure you ; 
Or wrong, or right, oi fast, or slow. 
Just as your veering passions gd ; 
Which, as the weather is inclin'd, 
Are blown ahead, or left behind. 
What can your monkey meddling metn, 
*Tis you who spoil the whole machine : 
Your thumbs without, by frequent change 
Jn every part the works derange j 

A/ti/ that which merit did enhance 

you rula by your ignorance, 
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If right by you it must be made, 
*Twere prudent first to learn the trade j 
And ere you censure or repair. 
Gain some slight knowledge of ih* affair* 

But to resume the thread, again. 
Of th' argument ; where now amain 
See cit'zen Pat, and farmer John, 
In altercation pro and con. 
To every province Paddy ventured. 
And church or state at random censurM* 
Religion he could never find 
In cut or cloth'to suit his mind ; 
For why ? he saw her angel breath, 
To his dark politics was death. 
Therefore he held himself in- trim 
To curse that faith which curses him. 
Quoth he, " To the priests were bound to give^ 
** Just to get dying while we live ; 
•• And when we die, oh honec, so clever, 
** We den begin to live forever, 
" But ogh ! de teefs don't know weUl have 
** Bfir meagre living in de grave ; 
" Widout one offal beggai's bone 
** Forpoor Pilgarlic but his own. 
** Long life to m?estres^ France so civJ!, 
•* Dat Cries hands off to G»d and Devil j 
•* But d u*s all Ofie, mere puppy's play, 
** De Devil knows his own dey say." 
Quoth John, *' Yom latter words are true, 
*' A"d m iV a« safe be said of you ; . 
** Who have so long, with France, by Htw^Xi^ 
•* To Sjta'ih btifFc'tinss. bfen«(\veT\ \ 
" Bat still to bind vour sbacVXe^ ?;\S\«.t, 
" You've made a Treaty -with '^c^xT t3M&\«t \ 
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* For every novice dnderstands 
. * You play into each other's hands ; 

* * Exchange a monkey for a Devil, 
** To give and take is counted civil. ^ 

* * Thus comes it that In France arc found 

* * So many devils, above ground ; 

* * And, ifyour brethren people hell, 
** Sir Paddy Whack, you best can tell. 
Quoth he, ** I'll prove it on your creed 
** The French are very good indeed. 
" To hold dere own, de saints declare^ 
*• 'Gainst sinful flesh, a holy war ; 
** How pious den are Frenchmen, sith 
** They've almost none to quarrel with. 
Quoth he, " to settle that account, 
** The mind and flesh are tantamount ; 
" If you'd a friend, God mend the few^ 
** To pay a compliment to you, 
•* He might aver, what all confess, 
** The great arch-devil lies in dress ; 
** And that yourrogueship must be sainted, 
** Who're not with dressing much acquainted ; 
**' Whose back can scarcely boast a coat ; 
!* You mungrel, bog-brain'd sansculotte. 
^ What nether wind, or hide-bound weather, 
** Was't blow*d your rotten carcase hither ? 
** Was't here to lime your twigs for gane, 
** Or to illumine us you came ? 
** If one, you may yourself be caught, 
** If t'other, you must first be taught : 
** We here no lightning-bugs require 
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'* St. Patrick thought it meritonotii 

** O'er rascal frogs to be victorious j 

•• But you would joyfully advance 

•* To welcome shoals of theoi from France* 

•* Thfn since vou hold it little sin, 

•* To barter "Cross for Guillotin, 

•* I hope your faith to kingdom come 

•* Will lead by th* way pf Martyrdom. 

This said, it caus*d a cloud to rise* 
Of Passion o'er his faculties ; 
"Which soon was decomposed ^gain^ 
In ligh-'ning, thunder, and in rain ; 
In light'nin^ from his eyes ; andhotk 
In froth and thunder from his mouth* 

Quoth Pat " dVe know what brought me hete 7* 
A shif} and lack a* provender, 
** Why friends are left, and home forsaken i"*-* 
Toj^gt your bread, and save your bacon . 
" No fet I it wa'nt to stand vour but, 
•• I rode so many mil^s afoot j 
** Bur just to take de flowing reign 
** lo hind myself and live and reign 
•• With 'e sov'r^jgn.people, who, 'twuiaiil, 
•* Had, every man, a crown ori's head. 
•• I toi^ht dat here each chimney devil 
•• Wid british lords was on a level ; 
•* And dat b* a living here, was meant 
** The sam-; as seat in Parliament. 
** But by mv soul decase is plain ; 
** Ye are all aristocrats ingrain; . 
*• Who will not join wjj Ciiixtfh Boaee 
** To beat de monarchs off dere tronei^ 
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Therefore I dub you great and small, 
And part my cursfe among ye all. 
Quo:h John, ** That is conceding more 
By half that we were stickling for ; 
A circumstance, that could not miss yoQi 
And brings the contest to an issue, 
Dont be alarm* d, pray no demur, 
You must excuse niy freedom sir, 
My fingers must your throttle greet j 
Nay, byray^shoul, there's no retreat. 
What, mangy cur, is't me you snarl at? 
You spunging, function- lacking varlct, 
This only, saves your forfeit ears. 
That fools are licensed slanderers ; 
But, since on foot you cross'd the main. 
Good paddy foot it back again." 
He said ; and in the ebbing tide 
The wight he plung'd, who sinking cri'd 
** Oh ! Jesus — oht— thy help I crave— 
•* A sinner res cue from the wave, . 

He would have said ; — ^but half thepray'r 
la bubbles floated here add there. 

Dear Spirit of our happy Clime, 
With star deck'd Tiar', and port sublime,, 
Wlio hcdf^st the savage yell of war, 
And giv'st to pity many a tear ;-^ 
Canst thou believe, oh! Goddess blest I 
Such Stya'an fiends thy realm infest. 
Yes,, such against thy ray serene 
Do darkling howl with wotfih spleen ; 
And wish to see thee crucified. 
Thy seamless garments to divide* 
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•Can he \vho 'gainst his parent raised 
%i\s impious arm, by us Be prais'd ? 
No ; rather, each Columbian breast 
The vagrant caitiff will detest. 
Can he who made the law his foe 
At home, with us be faithful ? No : 
The dog that bit his Master there 
Walks in a longer tether here. 
Then, mid a thousand, is there one 
That would not actt like honest John ? 

" What I Paddy, almost gone no doubt ! 
•* Poor flound*ring wreich, 1*11 help thee out; 
** Bad as thou art from crotcl) to crown, 
*• God knows, 1 would not let thee drown.** 

Now, dripping thro' the shouting throngi 
He wash'd and scoured the streets along ; 
And, like Olympia in a gale. 
Ran with a rainbow at his tail. 

The storm he 'scap'd, but not t' his mind^ 
For hope her anchor left behind ; 
And Paddy *scap*d the wat*ry grave 
To prove himself the yilerltnave. 
For lo I beyofid the stretch of thought, 
No change in him the plunging wrought ; 
For now, behold, in ev'ry vein, 
His temper breaking out again. 
Burning t'encounter, line to line, 
The keen, bright. Quills of Porcupine, 
So wretched wight, to quench his skin, 
W^ith bathing drives the pimples in, 
But finds, at length, the Proverb clt^T^ 
That evil bumouxB will appear. 



111 ambush couch'd'he heM the oddfi 
And plied his foe with missile clods, 
Which daub*d, they so at random flew. 
But every one, the Lord kno^s who. 
At length he fancied Peter's eye 
Mark'd his retreat, an4 strove to fly ; 
"When policy, or what you please 
Brotisjht Paddy Whack upon his kneej. 
With lifted hands,'- and down casteyeS| 
Have mercy 1 on poor Pat, he cries. 
There let him'trembie abject curl 
The scorn of every passenger ; 
While we the form of peace survey, 
And tune.to her our parting lay. 

In Vernon's Groves Whosfc shade-unitet 
The active joys, and calm delights'. 
The victor's wreath, and civic crown, 
Content, Love, Friendshi)), aiid Renown f 
Where endless smiles Potomac wears, 
The halcyon PEACE her nest pfeparet. ' 
The Patriot Chief who there resides, 
As down the stream-of life he' glides/ 
She hovers o'er, and soothes his ears ' 
With music of iheheaVenly 'spheres. 
When late she heard the distant cry 
OF war and spread her wings to tly,- 
* Twas he who charmM her feats to rcst^ 
And sooth'd her on his parent breast. 
Yes, Peace, 'twas he who kindly strovd 
To wed thee to our Eagle's love. 
Then still with all thy bashful train 
Of golden blcssinf!;^, haunt the \>Uitt % 
md Beauty- loose her musky bait, 

•^Jd Pleasure vreatb*d in 8mi\c% W ilbftit-^ 
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The musei sport thy beams among. 
And jocund plenty laugh along^ 
While safely, in thy olive shade. 
At ease her careless limbs are laid. 

Blessed Saint at ihy enlivening word 
The voice of gladness shall be. heard ; 
And all our joyous val^s along, 
How charming sweet, thy Turtles? Song ; 
Till war, amidst his wild cancel; 
Suspend his whirlwind rage to faear^ 
And every weary realm rejoice 
To echo'back thy angel voice. 
And thou, " immortal freedom's sire." 
Whom all revere, esteem, admire i 
With all that gratitude Cjm give, 
forever in our breasts shalt live* 

If, like the Theban chief condemned 
For standing forth thy country's friend. 
Reflect 'tis by the breach of those 
Who rank among thy country's foes? 
Whose daik cabals and factious cry, 
Would raise the civiUempest high. 
That thcv, amid th' ensanguin'd broil, < 

Secure mi^ht fatten on the spoil ; 
Like famished Vultures on the shore, 
W^irh joy survey theiaboring oar. 
The perish *d wretch on land that's cast. 
And scream, and feed amid the blast« 

Lives there a man who, of tf«y toil, 
Enjoys the com, the wine, the oil, 
yVhose serpent fongue wou\d aiTttV. mOckV^^MB^^ 
The virgin Mrbitc.iCi$ of thy naimt \ 

F 



Kay heaven's commanci die tiger he 
To some bleak, blasted island bear. 
Whose leafless spray no shade provides^ 
For houseless heads and unfed ttdci« 
There may he press the dreary mould. 
Within all comfortless. and cold ; 
In horror fix his haggard eye 
On the pale Moon, and wmterskyrf 
And, hated by the Good and Just^ 
In moody madness sink to dost. 

The Flatterers' labours I contems^ 
1 leave the venal song to themi 
But honestly commtod I will 
And love the prabe oi victue sttlL 
I'll say thy name, where'er it goet^ 
Exalted sage no rival knows,. 
And that dby services demand 
The homage of a ghatefiil land* ' ' - ' . 

If, worn with toil, with care oppren^t^^ 
Thou seek'st for solitude and rest ; 
The deepening shade, stquester'd cell^ 
The hill, the plain, .the musing dell. 
And rosy blush of fl(>wrots.sWettt, 
Shall bless thy last, thy lov'd retreat^ 
Thy gentle ear at le^ shall there 
No rude and thankless scoffings hear ; 
No ; nor the rill tlyit rippling floWf^ 
Shall murpiur at thy calm- repose' ;. 
But still at ease may'st thou recline 
JBencath \hy own o'crmantling vine^ 
A.nd at thy years and fame increase, 
-Be shado\r*dr mth thcwlng^ o£ Yesmu 
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N these cold shades, beneath these shift! ag sluts. 
Where Fancy sickens, and where Geni us dies j 
Where few and feeble are the Muse's strains, 
And no fine frenzy riots in the veins, 
There stiU are found a few to whom belong 
The fir^ of virtue and the soul of song ; 
Whq^e kindliilg ardour still can wake the strings 
When learning triumphs, and when OiSbrd singt« 
To thee the lowliest Bard his tribute pays, 
His little wild-flower to thy wreath conveys ; 
Pleas'd, if permitted round thy name to bloom. 
To boast one effort rescued from the tomb. 

While this delirious Age enchanted seemi 
With hectic F.incy desultory dreams ; 
W'hUe wcari'ig fast away is every trace 
OF Grecian Vigour, and of Roman Grace, 
-With fond delight, we yet ffie Bard beholci^ 
As HoratCe polish* d, ana as ?eiivMitVi^\^« 
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Acclaim tHfe Aft, aseit the Miise diviri^i * • 
Ard drive obtfusive Dulnesifrom the shrink. 
Since that great day which saw the Tablet rije, 
A thinking block, and wi|isper to the eyes. 
No time has been that touch'd the Muse so near^ 
No Age when Learning had so much to fear, 
As now, zvken \cM-\om Indies light verse ffcme. 
And every Kebiu-weaver. talks of Fame. 

Wh e n Truth in classic m?jesty appeared. 
And Greece, on high, the Dbme of Science rcai^<!. 
Patience and Perseverance, Care and Pain 
Alone the steep, the rough ascent could gain : 
None but the Great the sun-clad suipn^it .sound ; . 
Thc-weak were baffled, and the strong were crown*rf^ 
TJie tardy Transcript's high-wrought Page confin'd 
To one pursuit the undivided mind. 
No Venal critic fatteuM on the Trade, 
Books for delight, and not for sale were made ; 
Then shone, superior, in the realms of thought. 
The Chief who governed, and the Sage who taiight 
The Drama then with deathless bays was wrcath*d^ 
The Statue qukken'd, and the Canvass breath'd. 
The Pee r| then, with unresisted art, 
Sway'd every impulse of the captive heart. 
TouchM with a beam of Heaven's creative Mind, 
His spirit kindled, and his taste jefic'd .;. 
Incessant tori informed his rising youth ; 
Thought grew to thought, and truth attracted tnii^ 
Till, all complete, his perfect soul displayed 
Some blootn of Genius w^h could never fade. 
So the sage Oak, to Naturrs mandate true, 
Advanc'd but shw, and sirengilvirfd^k \x ^*v I 
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But when ir{ leiigtli, (ful! mariy'a iea^n C^cf,) 

Its virile-head, in pride, aloff it bore ; 

When stedfast were itt roots, and sound its heait« 

It bade defiance to the insect's art, 

And, Stonii and Time resisting, still remains 

TJie never dying glory of the plains. 

Thbk, if some thoughtless BaviusL dared appear* 
Short was his date, and limited his sphere ; 
He could but please the changeling mob aday^ 
Then, like his noxious labours, pass away : 
So, near a Forest tall, some worthless flowc t 
Enjoys the triumph of its gaudy hour. 
Scatters its liule poison thro' the skies, . 
Then dxoopi its empty, hated head, and dies. 

Still, as from famed Ilyssus' classic shercy 
To Minciu^' Banks, the Muse her Laurel bore, 
The sacied Plant to hands divine was given. 
And deathless Maro nursed the boon of Heaven* 
Exalted'Bard I to hear thy gentler voice. 
The Vallitfs listen, and their Swains rejoice ; 
But when, on some wild Mountain's awful fona. 
We hear thy Spirit chaunting to the storm. 
Of Battling Chiefs, and Armies laid in gore, 
We rage, we sigh, we wonder and adore. 
Thus Rome, ^ith Greece, in rival splendour shone^ 
But claim'd immortal satire for her own ; 
While Horace, pierced, full oft, tlie wanton breaiC 
With sportive eensure, and resistless jest f 
And that Etnirian, whose indignant lay 
Thy kindred Genius can so well display, 
With many a well aim'd thought, and ^cy«v\«.W\iifc^ 
Drove itc bold villain from bi& bUOiL dti\^% 



S6 

For, a^ttiopie pi^ty Muten of th^ Lyr^ 
With tfcmperM wgnity, or quenchless Ire, 
Through 4l ^^^ various Paths of Science tro^, 
Thei^ School WasI^ATURE and their Teacher 609* 
Nor did the Muse decline till, o'er her head, 
The savage Tempest ot the North was spread j 
Till ann'd with desolation's bolt it came, 
Aq^ wrapp'f} her Tern j»U io funereal flame* 

But soon the Arts, once more, a dawii d|tfuie| 
And Datit6 haiTd it whh his morning Muise | 
Petrarch and Boccate Join'd the choral lay, 
And Amo g'listen'd with returning day. 
Thus Science rose ; and, all her troubles pass*d| 
She hoped a steady, tranquil reign at last 2 
But FauStns came : (indulge the painful thought,) 
"Were not his countless volumes dearly bought ? 
For, \vh)lcto every clime and class ihey flew, 
Their worth dirhinish'd and their numbers grew. 
Some Pressman, rich in Homer's glowing Page, 
Could'give ten Epicks to one wondering Age ; 
A single thoui;ht supplied the great design. 
And clouds of Iliads spread from every line, 
■ Nor riomcr»s glowing page, nor Virgil's fire. 
Could one lone breast, with equal flame, inspire. 
But lost it\ Books, irregular and wild. 
Then Poet wonder' d, and the Critic smil'd : 
Tt'T friendly smile, a bulltier Work repays ; 
Tor Fools wiii print, while greater fools will praise* 

TouCH*^ with the mania, now, what Millions rag^^t 
To shine the laureat blockheads of the age. '^ 

The difC contagion creeps thro' every grade, • ., 

CJrh, Coxcombs, tctrs, ati^Paiuo\»r4T«^>Xk^ l^sUf 
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And e'en the Hin^, his fruitful fiddsibrfiofi 
For Rhynie and Misery leaves his Wife and Col. 
£re, to his breast, the watchful mischief spread. 
Content and Plenty chQcr'd his little shed ; 
And, while no thoughts of State perplex'd his iiiio4» 
His Harvests ripening, and Pastora kind, 
Heiaugh'd at roil, with health and vigour bless'd^ ' 
For days of labour brought their nights of lest : 
But now in rags, ambitious for a name,' 
The fool of Faction, and the dupe of fame. 
His Conscience haunts him with his guilty life. 
His starving Children, and his ruin'd Wife. 
Thus swarming Wits, of all materials made. 
Their Gothic hands on social quiet laid, 
And, as they rave, unmindful of the storm, 
Cill Lust Refioemeht, Anarchy Reform. 

No Love to foster, no dear Friend to wron^ 
Wild as the mountain flood, they drive along ; 
And sweep, remorseless, every social bloom 
To the dark level 'of an endless tomb, 

By armsauail*d, we still can arms oppose. 
And rescue Learning from her brutal foes ; 
Buc when those foes to friendship make pretence, 
And tempt the judgment with th« baits of sense. 
Carouse with Passion, laugh at God's controul, 
f And sick the little empire of the Soul, 
i What warning voice can save ? Alas ! 'tis o'er 
I The Age of Virtue will return no more ; 
T{ie doating World, its manly vigour flown, 
MTanders in mind, and dreams on folly's throne* 
Come then, sweet Bard« again the cause defend^ 
Be scili the Muses' and Religion*^ Ft\«ii4 ^ 
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Agiin thejbuiB^Ci of 4hsr wnth ^ifi\^f 
And s^s^tbe worl4 &om l>armn*i utitiVl^, 
A $ou\llVc thine no listless paoct should Vpow; 
Truth bids thte strike, aOid Virtue guides the blow* 
Fro^jeyqry-congsiest still more dreadful come^ 
'Tlil Dulness %, 4i4 ?oU^ '# <elf be duob. 

• • • • 

Philadelphia, 



. ■ •". ' ' 
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CHIMERIAD, 



Il 



CHIMERIAD. 



ARGUMENT. 



Ckimerid, the terra inco^ita of modem Philosophy-^ 
invocation — locality of Chimeria — description — her discover 
rers — Phibsopher^s opinions — Jacobins — Sansculottes — of 
Christian Philosophers — her realization in France^Friends iif. 
America — Jeffersdn—Giles — Gallatin — Nicholas^^Livin^- 
ston—'cxhortation to Adventurers — Conclusion, 



JL HE Patriot's meed, the modern Sage's theme 
The madman's kingdom and the Poet's dream: 
The Statesman's Thesis, ere he learns to knovv 
Those tempting Treasures in her mines that glow; 
Folly's dear creed receiv'd at second hand, IJ 

Of every factious Knave the. promis'd land ; 
The Peasant's wonder, irreligion's prize, 
Curse of the Good, and terror of the Wise, 
1 sing : come Satire all thy weapons bring, 
Thy awful eve, thy guilt anr.oying sting, If 

Nor leave behind, sweet Nymph 1 ihe smile SCVCTC 
That sets in blushes the repentant tear, 
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Teach me while thro' the varying task I go, 

To urge with energy thy fiercest blow, 

And oft when lighter ndicule may please 

Oh teach me, Kymph, to loll and laugh with ease. 

Renown'd Ghimeria! who shall 4arc invade 
The deep arcana of thy mystic shade, 
Who shall explain where all thy wonders lie. 
In what fair clime, beneath what/WflC^tt/sky? 
Bright world in prospect ! like the watery toy, 
A breath may make thee, and a breath destroy. 
Who must, if e'er thy beauties flourish here 
Live, like the splendid bow upon a tear. 
From realm to realm thy far fam'd glories fly, 
Unnumb^r'd volumes pall the sated eye ; 
Sick of thy praise, the long disgusted ear 
Loaths the street ditties of thy friends to hear. 
Seductive Songs ! thy blisful plains recede, \ 

At our approach, and mock our utmost speed. 
The spot to find in vain thro* earth we go. 
Where thy fruits ripen, and thy flow'rets blow. 
Tho* clad in robes of joy, in smiles arrayM;" 
The' still the fairest of the fair thou'rt made, 
The seat of love, of liberty and rest. 
Where Passion slumbers in her harpy nest ; 
Tho' oft 'tis said, with thee contentions cease, 
Thy ways are pleasant, and thy paths are peace j 
Yet shall the muse, indignantly severe. 
Arrest the progress of thy curst career ; 
Expose thy secret soul, thy arts deride*. 
And strip thy name of all its harlot pride. 
Yes, with a voice that shall be heard, she'll make 
T/?/ baseless /iibric to its centre shike ; 
She'! I bid the world, the s\uTnW\t\^\\^o\\d^t.v:arc 
7 hy temp t jng shades, for rWm \o\iei% vte^ y 



There Faction howls, there Rapine rears his head, 4^ 

'-ostrates the fane, and violates the dead, 
Lust gloats on lust, want mourns her wasted storCi 
And feverish Murder slakes his thirst in gore. 

How long permitted, will the insatiate foe 
Of human quiet, triumph here helow ? 5^ 

In reason rich, with generous feeling fraught 
X*rone to delight in mutual change of thought j 
Indu'd with all the social laws which bind 
The deed of kindness to the grateful mind. 
Born with a pulse to love's sweet tale sincere, jji 

A heart for friendship and for grief a tear; 
Man, wretched man, with every hope serene. 
Looks round to smile, and sickens at the scenek 
Lo 1 hate, ambition, envy, pride, and rage, 
Eternal war with tranquil order wage, 6© 

Hell mixM her poison in the draught of life, 
A torch gave discord, and revenge a knife, 
l>estroy*d deliberation's just controul 
And drove the passions on the abject souK 
Yet would the Bark of Order ride secure, 5j 

The rude surge breast, and ev*ry storm indure; 
If hateful vice, in native colours seen, 
Assum'd not wisdom*s voice and virtue's mien ; 
But dress'd in light with truth's resplendent wing^ 
On halcyon seas the Syren sits and sings, f% 

Points to Chymeria'sflo*wry shores that nsc^ 
In the mild radiance of Utopian skies. 
Displays a chart her victim's course to guide. 
And winks at ambush'd death beneath the tide. 
Who but the muse of all her wiles aware, yt 

So well can hold them forth, so well prepare 
The honest mind her coaxing \eei lo tcvt-^x]^ 
Her aim to bafille and her end dftitax^ 
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e, lovely nymph ! oFman the constant friencf, 
Delights to please liim and delights ta mend. S« ; 

> I 1 

In times of old, ere yet the sacred page, 
Displayed its treasures to a graceless age, i 

When from his Fields and flocks first urgM to roam, j 

Man found in crouded towns a restless home ; 
The witch Chymeria into being came, 8^ 

Her sire Ambition, Discontent Jier dam, 
Exulting passions hail'd the monstrous birth^ , 
And choral demons stalkM the frighted earth, 
^lysterious, wild, aspirant, fierce and bold, 
No Art could tame her, and no mandate hold. g^ 

Change was her dear delight ; her eye of fire, 
Forever burnt with uncontroulM desire ; 
With maniac flight, through pathless Skies pursu'd, 
Some vision painted on the filmy scud. 
The heavenly impulse which decreed tlie Fane g^ 

Of Social compact to protect the Plain ; 
Its various grades from Capital to Base, 
Which give the Building all its strength and grace j 
Content and comfort sheltci'd by its Shade, 
From the proud Palace to the Cot displayed, too 

ObtainM not- her regard, her roving mind. 
Left meek Content, and Order far behind, 
Xoo light to study, and too dull to scan. 
The temper, state and faculties of man ; 
Full of herself she soar*d aloft to prove, I05 

The joys which float in endless change above ; 
And saw obedient to her mad command, 
Jpcongruous nothings into chaos plann'd. 
Sfcesaw her Empire form'd, and day by day. 
Saw systems spring to light and pass away ; !!• 

Sjw Idiots dizzied with her i*\nse\ xont. 
And Genius ffozBCtimes spoiling lOU'cvd V«.i ^v»fe \ 



65 

There Plato walkM his academic round. 

And there his shadowy Prototypes were found } 

His spectre cave he pompously display'd, t Ig 

TalkM of a world, of endless essence made, 

Pour*d forth of eloquence, an airy storm. 

And lick'd his cub Republic into form. 

There too the Stagy rite, with plastic hand, 

FiRfd with new shapes her metaphysic land, Xt'# 

And the proud Stoic sought her dcedal train, 

To writhe in transports of delicious pain, 

While Epicurus pressM the breeze to kiss 

His flow*ry visions bright with golden bliss. 

And pnss'd on banks of bad delight the day, M^ 

Free as the Gods, and overjoy'd as they. 

PlanM and replan'd by each succeding sage. 

The riddle, pest, and pastime of the age. 

The hair-suspended sword of every clime. 

She puff'd the gilded bauble down thro' time, ^ jm^ 

With pomp or poverty beguiled the ken. 

An Empress now, and nowaCitoyenne. 

But tho' unquestion'd seemM her strong controul 

Throughout the impassive idol of her soul. 

Yet deep sequestered in its inmost shades, i^g 

Where no pure ray the cheerless dusk invades ; 

A fearful vale begirt with rocks there lay, 

Which tho' submissive still disown'd her sway; 

Submissive when she sought its deadly aid, 

But to her protean wand impervious made. 14^ 

¥ixt, and immutable, the dire abode 

Of fierce o?9pres$ion with his scourge and goad, 

In this vast Hell, relentless fiends disport, 

There hungry slaughter, holds his bloody court, 

His wolf-drawn chariot madly drives along ii< 

Kindles his eye and howls his Gorgon song. 

Behold yon peek I amid whose. VieeiVWv^ V4^% 

Laborious anf*, their little ViWlodwi t»iu^ 

C ft 
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Eternal clouds lis daring brows embrace, 

And envy's serpents ^ rithe aroui^d its base ; S^# 

There on the topmost verge, ambition stands, 

GrasDs at the World, and as he grasps expands j 

Shoots into heaven his bold aspiring head, 

And bids his bulk to other systems spread ; 

The heedless Phantom as he swells above, t^^ 

Treads on the necks of innocence and love. 

On kneeling Misery stamps the grinding chain. 

While justice frowns and pity pleads in vain. . > 

On every side the grizzly shapes appear, i 

Blast the scar'd eye and stun the broken ear ; 16^ k 

Mark you pala rattling Skeleton who chums 
His spumy malice and with fury burns ; 
His quicken'd locks around his temples crawl. 
He views the visionary shroud and pall, 
With clench convulsive waves around his head, l6^. 

An heated daggar flush'd with suMen red, 
O'erthe bleak shore with furious hurry flies, 
The night-bird screams, and lo ! his victim dies» 

There in the center of a trackless wild, 
With burning blasts and putrid sloughs defiled ; I70 

Where never cheerful sound composed the soul. 
Blind faction burrows in her secret hole, 
Curst is the spot, upon the famish' d pround, 
No flower is seen, not tjne lone leaf is found, 
But scragged rocks with human sculls between, iyg 

Swell the wild horrors of the bloody scene ; 
The wandering moon fast hurrying on her way, 
riings thro' the veiling clouds her livid ray ; 
And the shagg'd Wizard of the vapourish sky. 
Streams his cold tresses as he shivers bv ; lS» 

Within his cavern'd home with gorebedyA, 
W&ci-iP /e vers bum, aiidcrccp\i\^c\i\V\s^^^* 
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The boney Savage sit» ; her woolly hair 
Curls o'er her shuddering eye ; her bosom bare*' 
Bristly and black, bespeaks the soul within, 
Crusted with crime, and foul with every sin. 
The glow worm there, whose covert gleamings shun 
The tell-tale splendour of the ingenuoiis sun, 
Throws on the hag his sad and sickly glare, 
And steals her carcase from the dusky air. 
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A MANUSCRIPT, 

FOUND AMONG THE PAPERS 
OF A FRENCH EMIGRANT IN LONDON* 



TALLEYRAND'S DESCENT 
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SiOME ACCOUNT, Sic, 



JL HIS work appears to have been composed at intei** 
vals of time, as an English exercise, and partakes of all 
the vicissitudes'of temper which may be supposed to have 
influenced a Frenchman in his situation; exiled from hii 
country, stripped of his property, cut off, forever perhaps, 
from a beloved family, and only supported under the 
Vreight of misfortune by the elasticity of a French mind. 
This perfect subjection of the matter and manner of the 
work to the disposition of the author, has produced a ve- 
ry extraordinary contexture, and much variety of style and 
^entertainment ; sometimes verse, sometimes prose- 
sometimes narrative, sometimes dialogue, — it pursues iti 
broken course not unfrcquently through meads of flowers, 
but oftencr doubling into the wild recesses of romantic 
humour; now prattling with echo in Philosophy's rocky la- 
byrinth, and then winding its plaintive current among thfc 
willows of sorrow, ** telling its mournful, pitiable tale/* 

Th e author commences his singular production with a 
dctaii of circ'imstanccs which occasioned Talleyrand's ex- 
pedition. The most prominent is this : The French 
Directory, after having ransacked history for extravagant 
examples of villainy, inhumanity, cruelty and madness ; 
after having even surpassed those models, and created 
Others iiiil more shocking and ouua^^QU'i\ ^\vias^\^V 

H 
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tllat Hercules, Theseus, Ulysses, and other heroes of 
antiquity, while yet in their mortal bodies, had absolutely 
visiied the shades below, and returned with whole bones and 
monstrous reputations to their country and their friends. 
An exploit, so daring and so profound, tvas not barely 
calculated to incite surprise in the Great Nation ; it be- 
came the object of 4heir indispensable ^nd passionate 
cmulauon : it was accordingly decreed by the Directory, 
that this shouldalso beadded to the atchievements of Re- 

Imblican France. The person chosen to conduct the pcri- 
ous enterprise, was Talleyrand the apostate. If the Devil 
had a friend on earth, whom it was his interest to keep 
there, it was generally believed that he was the man : 
there was consequently little danger of his detention in the 
dominions of his infernal majesty. On the part of Tal- 
leyrand, however, a considerable degree of reluctance 
was displayed, which, by the operation of a few talisma- 
iiic words and a kind of directorial power, was confined 
within the chambers of his own bosom. Nothing now 
remained but to settle the mode of descent; no Sibyl to 
direct his way, no embodied Tircsias to bid hira wel- 
come. Many expedients were suggested, none of which 
on closei" inspection were deemed practicable. They re- J 
solved at length to send for one of the German Magi, i 
who are supposed to excel in necromancy, and to entreat 
his aidir\ the prosecution of their scheme. A description 
of the olvject in contemplation wasaccordmgly forwarded 
to Weishaupt the 1 Uuminatus, and his assistance soli- 
cited in the most persuasive terms. Weishaupt yield- 
ed to their importunities, and agreed to join Talley- 
rand in Campania. Haying met, they journeyed on, 
hoping to meet tlie sulphureous breath of Avernui 
at every step. All day they continued their wandcr- 
/n(TS. guided only by the su\^tTuciVurAl intimations of ?j 
\V'ii&'24iupi's Familiar, \\\\ \\\e s,\\^do'N^ ol m^\.\i^^^%'; 
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to close ^iround tliem. The moon was at the meridian | 
the moment auspicious, when the necromancer commen- 
ced his incantations. Birds of darkness began to flit 
around them ; heavy clouds gathered over their heads, and 
the earth was felt to tremble, as Weishaupt muttered 
his potent spell. On these unholy rites, Fate has inter- 
posed her curtain, and blotted out the pages which ought 
to succeed. We lament ihe loss of this part of our author 
the more, as a description of the best way of going to 
hell, now-a-days, must r.ave been highly entertaining. 
One circumstance strikes us very forcibly ; as it seems to 
argue the defection of the conjuror : No Weishaupt is 
mentioned in any of the succeeding pages in our possession, 
and the Hero of the Great Nation is left to prosecute 
his infernal peregrinations alone. We are therefore 
authori^d to suppose, that this adept in mischief, not 
wishing to participate in the danger he had allotted to 
Talleyrand, led him to the brink of the precipice, deli- 
vered him into the hands of the great enemy of man- 
kind, and withdrew himself, safe and sound, from the 
honor and responsibility of so hazardous an undertaking. 

With what species of** diplomatic skill** Talleyrand 
prevailed on Charon to ferry him over the sable waters, 
IS not known ; for, where ihc letters again begin to brigh- 
ten into form, we find the Minister and Cerberus about to 
commence a ncgociation. This part seems so charmingly 
managed by the Poet (for here he is a Poet) that weshali 
transcribe it for the amusement of our readers. 

•* The triple monster from his hellish bed, 
Rous*d as he heard the limping hero's tread, 
Rush'd to his kennel door, to take his stand, 
Shook his threjc heads, and growl'd this stem detoasidx 
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Whence and what art thou execrable fool ? 
AVhat boatman brought thee o*er the Stygian pool f 
Where is thy passport ? where thy golden bough f 
What climate breeds such crooked things as thou ? 

To these interrogations Talleyrand could not listen 
without emotion : He felt the blood withdraw itself 
from his extremities, and flow all cold and curdling into 
the very centre of his heart. Some time elapsed before 
the work retrieved its locomotive faculty ; but at length 
the petrifaction began ;o dissolve, and his tongue was 
•gain loosened from its fear bound captivity. His ** di- 
plomatic skill," that powerful charm which had unnerv- 
ed so many nations, he had taken care to bear about 
hiin, and now, when perils crowded on him, he began 
to shake it up for use. He thus addressed the Portejr 
of Hell :-^ 

" •• Ah \ Cerberus, I love thee from my heart j 
So'kind and gentle in thy way thou art ! 
How meek thy mien and musical thy voice 1 

Thy tail 'tis true, but then a tail's thy choice. 

It kills my heart to see a beast so brave, 
W^th many heads and every one a slave. 
When shall I see your lady-bitch, good now F 
(The breed's a most prodigious breed I vow ; 
And e'er to t'other world I journey up, 
Methinks Pll ask the devil for a pup. 
In ** peace and safety" might my masters snore 
With such a dog to guard their palace door) — aside. 

The minister nowpaused^not without some ancertaiiv 
ty touching the disposition of the centinel : to dissipate 
every doubt, Cerbenis opened his chaps, " and loud an4 
/cfn^ the dog of midnight how\*A." The fears of Tille^* 
rand wexc^ taQttwtx^ conwdcnbVY 'vivN\^a»Xfc^v ^ ^ 
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jitrcciveJ the monster raise up Ms hinder parts whicli 
were before ^thered within the den ; and he endeavored 
to make good his retreat ; uttering as he backed o£F, these 
■words :— • 

Excusi me, Citizen Dog, I've gotno sop, 
As l*m alive ; no honey, not a drop : 
But let me pass, and I'll delight to tell 
How kind a Devil is the Dog of Hell. 

Cerberus shook himself from his litter, and de- 
manded once more, in the most terrific tone, the name, 
country" and quality of his visitor. The poor fugitive, 
too much alarmed to think of any other expedient, drop* 
ped on one knee and made the following reply : 

TALLEYRAND. 

I beseech you, Cerberus, not to be hasty in your 
proceedings. I will inform you on the several subjects 
of your inquiry, if you will listen patiently to what 1 have 
to say.— My name is Talleyrand, my country is France, 
and I am the Envoy Extraordinary of that nation to the 
Directory of this. You have unquestionably heard of 
our great revolution, are well r.cquaimcd with its prin- 
ciples, ami no doubt feel an interest in their success. 
You, yourself, Cerberus, are the slave of a tyrannical 
master, and it woul(* be the proudest deed of my life 
cnuld I set you free. In France the very canaille have 
ri^en to the highest honours of the state ; ard even at this 
moment, a morster, like yourself, is at the head of our 
political administration. I cannot sec whv the adoption 
riS the same principles should not produce the same effects 
here ; nor can 1, for my life, find any reason which wavild. 
ttdacQ Ccihcrm's liopes of domiivvoViV^XQNH 'C!a»«.QV^'^»^» 
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CERBEBXIS. 

ttisK, Talleyrand, yourexcellent qualities have macle 
J'ou dear to Cerberus, 1 sit in the mouth of my den.and lis- 
ten to the wailing of many a ghost, wandering on the other 
shore, whose carcass yoa have given to birds aiKl beasts 
of prey.— Tlie Brave Ripublicam have rendered trifling 
and beneath attention, every villain of antiquity, whose 
rame till now, has been embalmed with mfamy ; and 
you, my friend, are a thousand times more infernally 
glorious than a Bnitus or a Cataline, an Harmodius or an 
Aristogiton ; nay, even, than the Robber Procrustes, 
or the Ephesian Erostratus. The project of fraternizing 
Hell, is most certainly worthy of its great inventors; 
and, that we may discuss this point with more security, 
suppose we retire into my kennel j T assure you, on the 
honor of a dog, you have nothing to fear. 

TALLEYRAND, 

Never shall distrust assail the breast of Talleyrand, 
vhilehe can thus flv, with fraternal confidence, iatotha 
arms of his beloved Cerberus. 



Here the fraternal hug is given, ?ind Talleyrand, 
overcome by the vehement affection of his brother beast, 
falls, deprived of motion, and almost of life, atthethres* 
hold of his den»— While he thus lay wrapped in insensi* 
bility, the newly illuminated Cerberus went off at a dog- 
trot, returned with his three mouths freighted with the 
waters of Styx, and emptied them, vnih the utmost so- 
JfcItudCf fill J in the face of the entranced adventurer. 
I{owevcr this act of kindness m\^V\x. W\e to^^Nitt^ vo V\\\ 
re-animation^ certain it 15, t\iai no XOMcVts o^ ^\^\\va^ 
^erc generated by it ia TaWcv^^^t^^* ^^^ \tN\N\\>[\'sv^ 
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pangs fixmd the most piteous utterance. He exclaimed 
against his persecuting destiny ; poured out torrents of 
maledictions on the Directory ; and imprecated a thousand 
curses a piece on the three heads of his tormentor. No • 
epithet of abuse was severe enough for his purpose. He 
called him " a treacherous, misbegotten hound;" — the 
bear of darkness ;**«—" an unwholesome, sha^-eared mon- • 
Iter" — " a mountain of mischief," and " the ^reat Jeff» 
ersonian Mammoth." Poor Cerberus bore all this like a 
good dog, and endeavoured with the most vrinning con* 
cern, to deprecate his wrath. 

CERBERUS. 

** Weep not, good Talleyrand, weep not at this, 
misfortune. The embrace of which thou complainest 
should rather be received as a proof of love, than an evi- 
dence of malice. There is not a fibre in thy svstem, but 
is the busy witness of my esteem, and yet thou rebellest 
against thine own nature.- -Come, come be pacified ;— 
surely Frenchmen should not murmur, when those are si- 
lent who have suffered the lustful grasp of thy master. He 
indeed squeezes with a vengeance. Think of those nati- 
ons, that, clasped in his fond arms, have felt their heart's 
blood ooze from every pore ; and breathed their lasr sigh 
under the pressure of his tenderness. Think of these, 
and let thv lamentations be turned into songs of joy, and 
thy angry frown into the nod of pardop." 

TALLEYRAND. 

Vile slare, will all yonr precious nonscrse set my 
fractured ribs? will it charm my aching body into quiet? 
Oh ! fool that 1 was, to uust my poot ^tA\wt. ^'ccvow^.'^cvti. ^ 
paws of such an unheard-of trauoY \ \ vc\;5.^ \vxst •a.^V'^^ 
Itone or rwo about me, but none ^lom \w^ "^^^^ "^V"^^^ *** 
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that's most certain. What a cornel/ thini; I shall be, 
too, if 1 recover l-^I am not an Atlas, to bear a world, 
but I shall seldom be seen without a mountain on my 
shoulders. (5) If my breast bone comes forward, as I ex« 
pect it will, poverty cannot be among the evils of my life, 
for no one can say Telleyrand lacks z/ull chest. But the 
chief advantage I shall enjoy from this fraternizing sport 
will be the innumerable excrescences that will grow out of 
my soldcre.-i fragments; every bone-knot as large as— my 
hoof at least.—- 

May all the aches that mortal ever felt 
Gnaw on the joi ns of those who s*nt me hither; 
An ', faithless dog, to pay the debt 1 owe thee. 
May discord set thy shaggy heads at war. 

There is something uncommonly beautiful in this 
speech of Talleyrand, particularly in the conclusion, where 
his fiMal curses are thrown into blank verse, in order to 
render them more striking and terrible. He was not, how- 
ever, so shockingly liandled as his fears at first suggested. 
He got upon his feet (with some difficulty to be sure) walk- 
ed a turn or two, and at length made overtures of recon- 
ciliation to his new acquaintance These were accepted ; 
and he was suffered to depart on his mission, alter promis- 
ing, that on his return, he would spend some time with 
Cerberus, and teach him to sing the Carmagnole, Ca-ira, 
and Marseilles hymn. 

Thus released from the jaws of Ceiberus, Talley- 
rand hurried on his wav, supported by some unseen pow- 
er, which still urged him forward. Scarcely had he pass- 
ed the rrjbunal of Midas, when he saw at some distance 
before him^ a sullen, disconteuled &\^ccuc, apparently 
wsdtinghii approach: this v^as no qA\w v\\^s\>\\t^SftsSR 
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of his friend Egalit6, the murderous Orleans, ^vho, as 
Talleyrand drew nigh, thus addressed him. ** I am per- 
mitted to a momentary respite from agony, that 1 may 
disclose to thee Talleyrand, the miseries of HeH; foU 
low." Tho' an unnatural courage was given to the Min- 
ister that his intellect might not be overpowered by the 
lighter horrors of the place ; yet there were moments, 
%vhen this sustaining- influence forsook him, and all that 
can blast the sense, or harrow up the soul, was suffered 
to have its full effect upon the guilty adventurer. He 
had, during the laconic speech, surveyed the features of 
his departed brother in evil, arad scarcely recognized a 
single trait, so distorted were they with the anguish of 
his sufferings. But when the phantom ceased, and with 
an awful and mysterious wave of his withered hand, beck« 
oned him away, liis soul died within him. — Another 
summons was repeated before he was enabled to proceed : 
He muttered an ejaculation of remorse, and went on. 

They had now reached the borders of Phlegerhon, 
and the adamantine gates of the Vast Profound weic dis- 
played. The confused din of tortured souls rushed upoa 
their cars ; scenes of Gorgon terror flashed on Talleyrand's 
tight ; and he was again well nigh sinking into that state 
.of. mental suffocation whence he had so lately emerged. 
As they stood on the portal, and their eyes wandered 
through the ^loom, suddenly the groans and lattientations 
of- the agonized wretches within, were hushed; a pale 
illumination shot up from below ; and from the middle of 
the unfathomable abyss was seen slowly to rise a vast and 
fiery globe, upborne, like a bubble, on the vapours, 
^vhich perpetually ascended firom the nether regions of the 
deep. Fluctuating from side to side, it rose higher and 
ftigher, till it became stationary, directly opposite the 
place to which TalUyrand h^dbttci co\s^NkCu&^V\ Nx>ek.>c^^ 
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substantial guide. He had now fortitude sufficient im- 
parted to him, to survey with tolerable composure this 
fearful apparition; and he discovered it to be a shell of 
transparent, but solid fire, through which every thing pas- 
siug in its capacious concavity was perfectly visible. 
Thousands of wretched forms, goaded bv a thousand dead- 
ly impulses, were seen tumultuously rushing on each other 
with a fury never to be appeased ; hate, discord, envy, 
malice, jealousy, revtfnge, anarchy and murder, directed. 
with demoniac exultation their frantic deeds; and it see- 
med to be a world, in which every dreadful passion and 
propensity that disturb the repose of mankind, was turned 
loose to riot in ineffectual slaughter and eternal misery. 

- ■ 

The silence wj:s now broken by Talleyrand's guide, 
who, very naturally supposed the envoy was impatient for 
an explanation of what was passing before him. 

" You behold, said he. " the punishment appoint- 
ed for your revolutionary coun»rynien. In this region 
of retribution, all those who indulged their vicious iiKli- 
naiions to the subversion of order in France ; who fed on . 
the spoils of innocence, and sated their blood-craving ap- 
petites with human carnage; who overturned the altars of 
their God ; and laid waste the happiness of a nation, are 
doomed forever to writhe under the consequences of their 
enormities; to be at once the murderer and the victim; 
and to feel, while they dispense, all the varieties of cru- 
elty which their abandoned spirits had suggested, ere they 
were precipitated from the world above. Pliilosophen 
who all their lives have been pursuing an imaj^inarv some- 
thing, a delusive phantom, arc here plunged- into the 
dreadful reality ; and are continually suffering the pangs of 
/dissolution, without the alleviating hope of eternal sleep. 
Woefully are those mistaken who \m\i>we that death, it 
jpcf more than a stsLte of quiet foigexfuVncss -, nnVq ^m^^^j^.^ 
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no after-rcclcomng V ill call them to a strict andavful 
question on their earthly career; Life is the allotted state 
of purification wherein the soul must divest herself of the 
evils of human nature, subject her propensities to the in- 
corruptible will of divine affection, and so harmonize her 
wishes as to be herself her own heaven of never failing 
delight. But if she passes the irremeable gates " with 
all her imperfections on her head;" if the burning tooth 
of accursed desire continues unquenched, and hungers af- 
ter its forbidden morsel, in this place it rages with encrea- 
sing fury, and is her never dying worm of torment : for 
all thinj^s entering here arc eternal, and change is never 
known.'* 

During this discourse, Talleyrand had withdra^vTi 
his eyes from the terrifying prospect and fixed them with 
stupid horror on the void of darkness ; he now lifted them 
to the mangled countenance of his conductor, and beheld 
it, in all its ghastlincss, tinged with the sulphureous cma* 
nations of the infernal orb. ' He shrunk into himself, and 
the Ghost of Orleans proceeded. " Miserable fool 
that I am, I too have been the slave of passion, and the 
corsummator of my own destiny — Yes, Talleyrand, tothe 
bosom of that perdition am I doomed to return, when at 
your departure the date of my respite shall expire. Won- 
der not to hear these sentiments from the mouth of Or- 
leans, a perfect consciousness of the pleasures they have 
sacrificed, and the heinous nature of the crimes they have 
committed, is among the sharpest curses which hell has 
awarded to the wicked. In the midst of all my frantic 
outrages, remorse is my constant companion. She preys 
on my quivering vitals which grow beneath her devouring 
far.gs." He had scarcely uttered these voids vcUca T-aU 
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Icyrand observed himself to be involvecf in shadow, apd 
heard the whizzing of wings in rapid|flig;ht above his head. 
The fiends were conveying another ghost io la place de la 
revolution. The flame closed over him forever ; and he 
was instantly welcomed with an hundred burning daggers 
in his bosom. Pained to madness he returned the sala- 
tation, ^nd mingling in the unroar, was soon lost in the 
indistinguishable rout. ** What you have just witness 
sed," said Orleans, " was the apotheosis of Tone (6) the 
Irish rebel ; he has contrived to make his way here with- 
out the hangman's aid ; and as a French citizen and la« 
bourer in the cause of destruction is now finally deposited 
among his brethren.'* 

Talleyranh now discovered many of his old co« 
mates, whose visages were not totally obliterated. Ro- 
bespierre, Danton, Carnot, (7) Brissot, Marat, Condorcet, 
and the Orator of the human race, were among the 
number. The distinction of Cordelier and Jacobin, ap- 
peared to be altogether forgotten ; those tics which on 
earth bound some of them together in one deadly interest, 
were broken ; and each perturbed spirit became a Fury 
of vcn'];eance to his brother. But amid this throng of 
Republicans and Philosophers he looked in vain for Mi- 
rabeau, and ventured,, in a tremulous voice, to ask his 
guide in what manner his earliest and dearest associate was 
disposed of. For him replied the ghost, has been reserv- 
ed a deeper and heavier pcrdinon. He is now suffering in 

xtbe hidden cells of anguish, the very sight of wliich would 
stiffen all thy joints wiih horror. In the entrails of yonder 

^jock which rises from that ocean of liq-iid fire whose 
waves never sleep, is the home, the last dreadful home 
o/Mirabeau — Miiabeau, whose sicrilcgous purposes were 

conceived in darkacss, and bTO\.\^\u Iqi\.K ia blood; 



\vhose cnTnfsvers more numerous tfian the fiends which 
surround thee, more remorseless than the bosom of 
Alecto ; Whose corrupt heart rotted in its own im- 
purity ; vvho died blaspheming ; and to honor whose 
jiestiicntial remains, the ashes of a virgin saint were torn 
from their liallovcd rest and scattered to the winds of' 
heaven. Nor is Mirabcau a solitary sufferer: Vohaire, 
ppd all those whose bodies pollute the holy shrine of Sr. 
Genevieve, wi^h the apostate Priests and Bishops, are 
there racked on the excruciating wheel of hopeless de- 
spair. 

After a momentary silence, the mingling yells of 
varied torture I'urst from their confine, a black whirl- 
wind swept along the pulph ; and the fatal orb moved from 
its station. As it gradually descended, Talleyrand follow- 
ed it with his eyes till it was h^st in utter darkness. The 
g^tes, self moving, now closed the terrific scene, and left 
the Minister to ruminate on the wonders of the place, 
as hi* guide conducted liim, silently, towards the palace 
cf Pluto — They soon arrived in sight of those delightful 
fiflds where the great and good reposp in endless felicity. 
When conat to the resid^cce of the Prince of Darkness, 
Egallte was dismissed, and Talleyrand was delivered 
over to the shade of Dulau, the unfortunate Archbishop 
of Aries. Different, indeed, were the objects of Talley- 
rand's contemplation, as he passed along the flowery banks 
of Elysium, from those he liad witnessed on the border! 
cf Phlegethon. Pure rills gushing from their rose-frin- 
ged fountains, " on orient pearls and sands of gold/* 
bubbled along in mazy wantonness ; thousands of cool 
and pleasant arbours rose, in blccming tufts, on every 
side : — Not a grove but had some new and captivating 
beiiuty ; not a mead but was impurpled with the violet or 
flushed with the carnation :— TVv^ nci\c^ q?i ^^-^vyc^^v^v^^ 

\ 
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from every bush; the smile ofcclesiial joy glittered on^ 
every countenance: — " The scene shone bright with 
bliss ;" and every thing seemed to give evidence that 
it was the " Place 

" Wh ere mischiefs never fly, cares never come 
With wrinltled brow, nor anguish, nor disease, 
Nor malice forky-tongucd." 

As our author, in this part of his performance, it 
rather interesting, it is viih pleasure we lay it before our 
readers. It maybe considered as no unfavourable spe« 
cimen of his serious poetry. 

** There, rage no storms ; the sun diffuses there. 
His tempered beams, thro' skies forever fair. 
There gentler airs, o*er brakes of myrtle blow, 
HI lis greener rise and purer waters flow ; 
There bud the woodbine and the jcs' mine pale. 
With every bloom that scents the moriiing gale ; 
While thoiis.ind melting sounds the breezes bear. 
In silken dalliance, to the dreaming car, 
And golden fruits, mid shado\y blossoms, shine. 
In fields immortal and in p;roves divine. 
As onward, thro* the joyful plains he g^es, 
Th* apostate priest no touch of comfort knowf^ 
The sight of sainted souls in pleasure laid, 
3y ev'rv stream, and blcssM in evciy shade, 
Joys which his j^i'ilty soul nrust never share, 
His spirit plunged in comfortless despair. 
E'en then when mcm'ry shew'o hisevcty sin. 
When all was dp.rkiiesn and remorse within. 
His martyr guide directs his trembling eyes 
Xq whcm bis monarch's peaceful refuge lies ; 
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Where in the centre of a blooming wood, 
Immortal Louis rests, the mild and good, 
A tvown he wore, by angel fingers made ; 
Around his head celestial glories playM ; 
In wieathes of light his radient limbs were drcst, 
And transport harbourM in his holy breast. 
Clos'! bv his side, in beauty's pride, was seen, 
His life** last thou^hr, his gentle, faithful Queen : 
^ Inbowers of bliss, like the first pair, tlicy play, 
Or, hand in Ii.inJ, pursue their flov'ry way, 
A sight iik^: thi^, to keener p ini!;s co:isl;5a'd 
The qiiveii 1^ tcy'aie of his blasted min;l ; 
Wli^n thjs hi'ig.iide : *' Behold that lovolv p-\Ir, 
W'loss liv::s were faultless as their lot is fair ; 
Wlio^e in I'cent blojd, b/ ru^Iiin hir.U wif s'i:?I ; 
\Vhocal.M tio curses o^ their murd'rer*s head: — 
These were ihy Sov' reigns, Priest: ; the blood of these 
No charms can silenc?, and no prayers appease ; 
It mounts, like incense, to th* eternal throne, 
And brings the judgments of th* Almighty diwn. 
Quick flics th<: time, the rapid hours advance 
That wing the dreadful destiny of France : 
Her race, her horrid race of crime is run j 
Beneath th* hoiizon sinks her bloody sun ; 
The clo.id built turrets of her pride decay ; 
Their evening crimson fades in gloom away ; 
Fierce portants blaze, and to the world declare 
The last sad night of Anarch's fell career. 

The time has been, ere scribbling knaves began 
To claim more rights than Goddesign'd for man ; 
To teach mankind that pagsion never strays ; 
That human nature's just in all her ways ; 
That christian laws are ludicrousV"^ t\\ct. 
And sweet, oh I sweei'i the dossix^ Vei o\ <\ct\— 
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Ere convict Thieves, at their own fate amazed, 
Were Fro.n the gallows to the Pulpit raised j 
Ere, in the face of guilt-annoying dav, 
The moiher playM to shew her child the way ; 
Ere the son pluckM the hoary fathei's beard ; 
ErtiljeaTears rcign'd, and befrgars' trulls were fetii'd;— 
Willie Paris, vet, ccvjld plead her virtuous ten, 
And prayers si-^.ccrc were muttci'd now and then :— • 
The lime his been, that gave the rustic thror.g 
Their evening ballet, and their morning song. 
E*en Paris, then, her h.mnlessjoys could boast ; 
WliD was most uorii-rhr thin, was honor'd most ; 
And no vile blush our gritcful checks o'er spread 
To ask a blessing on our Monarch's head. 

In those good days it was not strange to bend. 

With cordial friendship, o'er a bleeding friend ; 

To see a foe in curele'^s an<:i,uish lay. 

And sinooth'd his pillow as he pass'd away. 

Then, want was furnish'd with the means to live,. 

For men had hearts to feel, and hands to give ; 

Then wealth dispensed what happiness it could. 

To taste the luxury of doing jjood ; 

Then beauty wept at sympathy's command, 

And love wis then no sirang,er in the land. 

TiiW me, false Autun, what has France obmin'd 

In lieu of these ; what great advantage gain'd, 
AViih all your new illumination fired, 

With licence bless*d, with sacrilege inspired ; 

With venerable piles in ruin laid, 

Ry village tales the wood god's dwellings made ; 

With all the hamlet's sweet delights o'erthrown ; 

With flocks undone, and pious pastors flown ; 
With knaves carousing where the poor were fed; 
Wfi'/i ev'/y gcn'rous, sccVaV vuiut dc^'i V 
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With all these blessings added to your itore,— 
Say, arc you better, happier than before. 

Wi are sorry the extent of our plan will not suffer 
us to give the whole of this passage; but we will select 
from It that part which particularly refers to America. 
After Talleyrand became assured of the final triumph of 
Great Britain, and ef the restoration of monarchy inFrancc, 
he was solicitous to know in what manner the difference 
with America would terminate ; as he liad still hopes 
of getting, a crop from h r, before he should be oblige'd 
to resign the task, of renting out the globe toother handi. 
It was true, she had been kicked and bruised with too little 
ceremony, and it was said she was preparing to kick in 
her turn ; but this report seemed to Talleyrand, rather 
problematical, inasmuch as she had been cuffed for many 
years without resentment, complaint, or even a mut- 
mur. He, however wished to try, if her back was ab- 
solutely up, whether a little affected humiliation, arid 
sorrow for the past, would not happily restore him once 
more to her confidence. Dulau answers : 

Go, more than dsemon, go, resume thy art :. 
Go, plead repentance, and a contrite heart; 
Go, let affection glitter through a tear; 
Go, proffer peace ;— the peaceful land will hear. • 
While sordid commerce hugs her mangled trade; 
"^Vhile public fame a slave to gold is made ; 
While thcfis and insultsonly touch the breast 
With grief for some and hope to save the rest, 
Tho' but two fractions of the whole remain. 
Who plcafls for peace wiil never plead in vain* 
Go, for Columbia waits, with anxious eyes-, 
To see the€ wnilC) an easy, wU\\v\^^uxfc''j 

X ft - 
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^he gates of Jamis there arc evet bariM ; 

Thou*rt sure to^riumph, though thv terms are hard; 

Ard when the flattering le?gue of friendship's n ade, 

A/Vhen every little fear in peace is laid; 

XVhen, wrapp'd in specious rest, they bleJs their lot. 

The future fair, and all the past forgot, 

Then cut the mounds of faction's lawless flood> 

And drerch another land in tears and blood, 

Infatuate men, ahl what avails yotir beast. 

Your rising Navy, and yout*puarded coast. 

Your hosts of patriot youth, in arms array'd;— 

*Tis, all, the vretched shadow of a shade. 

For soon the spoiler comes " with wanton wi!es, 

With quips, and cranks, and nofls, and wreathed smiles,' 

Disarms your vengeance, sta^'s the lifted blow, 

And lays vour freedom and vour honor low. 

So the poor girl wliose bold seducer flies 

"With steps too rude to svhc the virgin prize, 

Trowrs on the wrerch who dar'd invade her charms^ 

And all her injnr'd frcliTg^j rush to arms: 

But soon retum'd,he drops an artful tear, 

And pours his plaintive sorrows in her ear, 

'Till treacherous love admits the wilv cheat. 

And stamps her ruin a-^d her shame complete. 

So Satan once with "diplomatic skill,'* 

RusH'd through the tangles of the sacred hill, 

Bcguil'd the truth o^ Adam^s honest mind. 

And nail'd the ycke tif mischief on m.ankind. 

Infatuate meni while clouds invest the air. 

You fondly dream to-morro-w will be fair: 

Still careless on the sanr>c dull road you stray, 

Nor heed the stormy dangers of the way; 

With you the frolic &nd the feast is found. 

The Chariot rattles and the glass goes round: 
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You jtill can truck your wares, and go to bed 
,With some new speculation in your head ; 
Still strut the 'Change with Haberdasher pride; 
Still count the profits, and'the gain divide; 
Still take the breakfast paper, and explore 
The advertising columns o'er and o'er; 
And, it the tale, should meet your listless glance, 
OF some new land a prey to bloody France, 
You still can look at home, with vast content. 
And underwrite the state for one per cent. 

Such was the prophetic spirit of cur author when 
cn;^gcd in this truly curious little work. And what can 
we s^y of his predictions: Are they not the offspring of 
a sickly imagination brooding over Its own misfortunes? 
Meteors of a stagnant mind, the xnctim of a sedentary life ? 
Surrly, surely, America, after her Fong suffering, is not 
at last to be dragged into the vortex of revolutionary 
misery. And yet 




SONG. 



^Sun^ at a Ffsthal in Philadelphia, in o^memoration nf 
the ever memorable Victory of Lord N€Uon of the AV/?.] 

jr ROM Britain's ptoud Island, tlie Queen of the Main, 
Hear the hearr-chfaring music of conquest again ; 
As Vinc2nt and D incnn their triumphs unfurl'd, 
So Nelson^ brave Nelson amazes the world. 

Hearts of oak are her ships, hearts of oak are her men, 

They always aPC ready, 

Steady boys, steady, 
To fight and to conquer, again and again. 

Like cliff-o;uarded Islands his squadron wps moor*4 
H'S guns with the bol:s of destruction were s'.or'd. 
As the Ancrel of vengeance, he ordered the fighr. 
And flasVd its red fldinc on the visage of night. 

Hearts of oak, &c. 

How dread was tlie scene, on the gloom-shrouded flood. 
When Nile's oozy waters were mingled '^^'i^h blood, 
While darkness and horror encompassed the foe, 
And death in all shapes laid the infidels low. 

Hearts of oak^ &c« 
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With a bunt as from iEtna; their Chief blown in air, 
And their bare flagless hulks wrap'd in silent despair; 
The conflict subsided, and Nelson sublime, 
In triumph sent home a whole fleet at a time. 

Hearts of oak, &c. 

Exult little Island! fair Queen of the Main, 
We'll echoahy songs of rejoicing again, 
And soon shall our Eagle, combin'd in the cause, 
Display Az^ «ca laurel and gain thv applause. 

Hearts of oak, &c. 
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IL PENSEROSO. 



I 



HATE this spuncy world, '.vith all its store, 
This bustling, noisv, nothingness of life. 
This treacherous herd of friends with hollow core, 
This vale of sorrow, and this field of strife. 

T^e, shall some little tranquil thatch receive, 

Some settled low content, remote from care, 
There will I pipe away the sober eve, 
' And laugh all day at Lady Fortune there. 

Why should I mingle in the mazy ring 

Of drunken folly at the shrine of chance? 

Where insect pleasure flits on burnished wVng, 
Eludes our wishes, and keeps up the dance; 
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When in the quiet of an humble home, 
Beside the fountain, or upon the bill. 

Where strife and care and sorrow never comei 
I may be free and happy, if I will. 



SONG. 



B. 



•OY, shut too the door, and bid trouble begone, 
If sorrow approach, turn the key, 
Our comfort this night from the glass shall be drawn, 
And mirth our companion shall be. 

Who would not with pleasure the moments prolong, 
When tempted with Friendship, Love, Wine and a Song, 

What art thou, kind power, that soft*nest me so, 
That kirdlest this love boding sigh, 
Thar bid'st with affection, my bosom o'erflow, 
And send'st the fond tear to my eye. 

I know thee ! forever thy visit prolong, 

Sweet spirit of Friendship, Love, Wine and a Song, 

See the joy-walcin^ influence rapidly fly, 
And spirit with spirit entwine. 
The effulgence of rapture enamels each eye, 
Each soul rides triumphant like mine. 
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On a icaof gooci humour floats gayly along, 
Surrounded with Friendship, Love, Wine and a Song, 

And now to the regions of Fancy we soar, 
Thro* scenes of enchantment we stray, 
We revel in tra'^sports untasted before, 
Or loiter with love on the way. 

ResolvM like good fellows the time to prolong, 

That cheers us with Friendship, Love, Wine, and a Song* 

For Friendship, the solace of mortals below, 
In the thicket of life, loves a rose, 
Good wine can content on misfortune bestow 
And a song's not amiss, I suppose. 

Then fill, my good fellows, the moment prolong, 
With a bumper to Friendship, LovCj Wine and a Song. 



SONG. 
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OUL of Columbia, quenchless spirit, ccme I 
Unroll thy standard to the sullen sky, 
Bind on thy war robes, beat the furious drum. 

Rouse, rouse, thy Lion Heart, and fire thy £agle-.eye. 

Dost thou not hear the bura^of ^thcring war ; 
J)ost thou not know 
The insidious Fo6 
jhjL Yokes her gaunt wolves, and mounts her midnight car. ^ 
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Dost thou not hear thy torturM seamen's cries ? 

Poor hapless souls in dreary dungeons laid ; 
Towards thee they turn their dim, imploring eyc&: 

Alas 1 they sink — and nb kind hand to aid. 

Thou dost, and c%'ery son of thine 
Shall rest in guilty peace no more; 

With noble rage they pant to join, 
The conflict's heat, the battle's toar. 

Loose to the tempest let thy banner fly, 

Rouse,- rouse thy Lion Heart and fire thy eagle eye. 



ADDRESS 

OP 

To the United Irishfnen. (8) 



A- 



.T a lata nocturnal cabal of United Irishmen, a curiou? 
t:ircumstance took place, which, for a moment, threw the 
whole asisembly into confusion. The cavern, wherein 
they had been accustomed to mature their deeds of dark- 
ness, was forsaken during the late season of trepidation 
and chastiseraortt. On their return to this unhallowed 
den, the most shocking derangement appeared in every 
coraer; initiatory apparatus lay in fragmeais scattered 

K 



-over the earthen floor ; the hieroglyphic records of the 
clan were torn and defaced; and every thing exhibited 
.£omc marks of having been visited by an inhabitant of the 
lower regions. While they were busied in j'estoring or- 
der to the infernal apartment, a blue misty light was seen 
hovering over the sink which was used as a repository of 
filrh, and in a few minutes the whole place was filled 
with a sulphureous and suffocating vapour. The aston- 
ishment and alarm excited on this occasion can be very 
readily imagined, hut it is not easy to picture the confusi- 
on which succeeded the appearance of Satan himself, issu- 
ing from the flame. The cloven hoofed monarch advanc- 
ed into the centre of the assembly, and by the familiarity 
of his demeanor, and the persuasive melody of his tongue, 
soon dissipated the terror by which the poor wretches had 
been so unmercifully shaken. In one hand he held a 
number of halters, like strings of wampum, in the other a 
scroll containing the following talk, which he delivered to 
the chuckling fraternity with great energy of emphasis, 
and propriety of action; delivering a halter at every 
pau$e. 



Brothers, 

Incarnate Patriots, Guilfotins, 
Reformers, Democrat* and Jacobins, 
Whether in Bro|ftiel or in Limbo cramm'd, 
Old sinning miscreants, ** damn'dor to be damn'd," 
This string of friendship to your hopes I send,^ 
£re Catch's cordage brings you to an end. 

Gives la/mk^. 
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JUlax not in the good old cause; 
Down with the Constitution, burn the Laws ; 
Dissolve this paradox, for who can be, 
At once, to Law a shackled slave, and free. 
Sure he, who made you the Creation's pride, 
A will dispensed, and sense that will to guide ; 
Made you free agents on this nether sphere, 
With Hell to hope for, and with Heaven to fear. 
And meant no power, but Nature, should restrain 
The blissful wanderings of the human brain. 

A halttr. 

BrotAerSf 

Be bold, be resolute ; what e'er 
Ye will to do, that do and ne\'er fear« 
Seek your own good, ask nothing from the wise. 
In man's own strength, man's own proteciijon lies. 
All men are ec^ual : not a lowly hind. 
The shivering object of the winter's wind ; 
But justly claims, in common right with all, 
An equal portion of this teeming ball: 
His birthright 'tis, incorp'iate with his breath, 
And yields to nothing, 'till it yields to death. 

A Aalttr, 

Mrotkers, 

And yet full many a villain lives. 
Unfed, amid the stores that Nature gives. 
Without one sod to yield a kind repast,* 
And scarce allow'd his lubber's length at last.. 

AAglter. 
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too 

Breiken, 

Aronse; yottf long lost rights rcf^kn ; 
Survey the Earth, and measure out the Main ; 
Fire, light aad air with curious skill divide, 
Then sit ye down and rest yc catiified, 

jf halter. 

Brothers, 

B2 bloody ; let no tears controuf, 
Nor mawkish pity hang about your soul. 
When beauty pleads, thf/ as the morning ftir, 
Tho' angel sweetness breathes thro* all her prayV, 
Tho*e*en with love, her panting bosom swells,. 
Be deaf as adders to th* tale she tells; 
And, in return for many a gentle word, 
Such mercy give as daggers* points afford. 

Ahc^ei^ 

Brothers^ 

The task nnnnmber'd p^ins await, 
Your toils are many, and your dangers^ great, 
But fear not you, whatever ills betide. 
I am your friend, your patron and your gui^e, 

A halter. 
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ANSWER 

OF 

T^ie United Irishmen to an Address from ' 
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ITH hearts overflowing with consideration, 
We tender our thanks for your joyous Oration ; 
Our hopes never fluttered with half so much grace. 
As now at rhegood looking gloom of your face; 
But permit us tosav there is not to be found, 
Upon Christian or Jew, or Mahometan ground. 
Among all your breed, such a comfortless crew, 
With *' Sorrows'* s'> many, and " Blhscs** so few; 
CrrssM, evermore, cioss'd Irom the tuil to the head, 
And doom'd of affliction to mumble the bread. 

A string of lies and blasphemies, ~ 

When first we were bles.sM witli a flattering sky. 

When the wind whistled round and the tempest was nigh, 

W"e thouoht, the storm over, a living to gain, 

And a snug; little palace to keep nut the rain ; 

Your maxims we conn'd, it vas clear as the sun, 

When the laws wh.Ich cemented th? mass were undone, 

That the true rights of m.n v/er-j to qiiarter the Lind, 

And e.ich diaw a share ol'tl-c sf-i k upon hnn--'. 

But out en \\r: Ir'nhcjs they stuck !o tlif^r S'uff, 

And swore British Ire^dom wns fiocd'^m enough. 

Not a c]o--;n lA ;is \\\\ his :«l!c)-^ .i-.xc Cf iM 'i-T.v', 

F:)r W-M noiLii:; '. i:^. co: •'.:.•■•. n, iiir ^v.ih\ r^.::\\\o\ hw ; 



So with Senates and JiiJffes tliev kept up the ball, 
And it proved to he no revolution at all; 
Thus our Rifrhts im:)rescriptible vanishM och hone! 
A.id your own little biters were bit to the bone. 

A string of tits and blasphemies^ 

Half starved and half naked, we rubied along, 

While law, peace and order cont"'ited the throng; 

Till France bowM to liberty, fro ddcss adored, 

And her Image cirved out with the edge of theswordj 

Genet with a croud at his Citizen heels, 

His son^s, his commissions, harangues and appeals^ 

Ourco'ira^^e rcvivM, and to topoff the jest. 

We kicked up a Rood thumping row in the West ; 

To be sure thought ourselves we're among it at last, 

Here* 11 be foraj^e enough to atone for the past ; 

Bat Edmond too anxious tcTfeather his bed. 

With his m''.sty meal merchant* knock'd all in the hca 

So our rii^his imprescriptible vanished once more, 

And the sin of r.b;:liionwa3 laid at our door. 

A string of lies and blasphemies. 



MARY WILL SMILE. 

[Sung by Miss Broadhurst, at the Theatre^ Philadelpfu 
Composed by B. CARR. 

HP 

JL HE morn was fresh, and pure, the gale, 
Wh?n Mary from her col ^ tovet, 
P!ijck'd mnnv a wild rose oS. xVie v«\e; 
To bind the tcn^oVes o^htt \ovtt. 
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As near his little Farjn slie jHray'd, 

Where birds of love were ever pairing 

She saw Rcr William in the shade, 
Thc*arms of ruthless war preparing. 

Tho* now, he cried, I seel; the hostile plain^ 
Mary shall smile, and all be fair again. 

2 

She seized his hand, and ah ! she cned, 

Wilt thou to camps and war a stranger 
Desert thy Mary?s faiihfiil side. 

And bare thy life to every danger?. 

Yet go, brave youth ! to arms away! ' ' 

My m.vidcn hands for fight shall dress thee, 

And when the drum beats far away, 
rU drop a silent tear and bless thee. 

ReturnM with honor, from the hostile plain, 
Mary will smile, and all be fair again. 

• 3- 

The bugles thro' the forest wind. 
The woodland soldiers call to battle. 

Be some protecting '"g^^ kind, 

And guard thy life when cannons rattle I 

She sung — ^and as the rose appears 
In smshine, when the storm is over, 

A smile hcam'd sweetly thro' her tears 
The blush of promise to her lover. 

• 

R?tuni*d in triumph from \Vie. \\o^u\t "^vxxr.^, v 
All shiill be fair and Mary snVvVt ;vg\\u. 
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Her hand, was it stretchM' to thy aid. 
As thou pickMst at the door of her cot ? 

She did ; and the wintery wind, . ^ ' . 

May it howl not around her green grove.. • • ' 

Be a bosom s-^ gentle and kind, 

Only fdnn'd by the brasthings of love 

She did; and the kiss of her swain, 

With rapture, the deed shall requite,. 
That gave to m> window again 

Poor Bol^ and his song of delight. 



A 



TO FANCY. 



IRY traveller, Queen of song, 
Sweetest Fancy, ever young, 
I to thee my soul resign ; 
All my future life be thine: 
Rich or bcggai*d,chaif^.M or free,- 
Let me live ai^d laugh with thee. 

Pride perhaps may knock, and say, 

** Rise thou sluggard, come away :*•• 

Btit can he thy joy impart. 

Will he crown my leaping.heart?- 

If r banish hei.ce thy smile 

Will he make it worth my while ? ^ 

Is my lonely pittance past, 
Fleeting good too liglu to last,. 



Lifrs my friend the latch no more,. 
Fancy, thou canst all restore; 
Thou canst, with thy airy shell, 
To a palace raise my cell. 

At night while stretch'd on lowly bed, 
When tyrant tempest shakes my shed. 
And pipes aloud ; how blessM am I, 
All cheering nymph, if thouart by, 
If thou art by to snatch my soul 
Where billows rage and thunders roll. 

From cloud, o*er peering mountain's brow 

We'll mark the mighty coil below, 

While round us innocently play 

The light' ning*s flash, and meteor's ray, 

And, all so sad, some spectre form 

Is heard to moan amid the storm. 

With thee to guide my steps 1*11 creep 
In some old haunted nook to sleep, 
Lull'd by the dreary night-bird's scream 
That flits along the wizard stream, 
And there, till morning 'gins appear, 
The tales of troubled spirits hear. 

Sweet's the dawn's ambiguous light, 
Quiet pause 'tween day and night, 
When, afar, the mellow horn 
Chides the tardy gaited morn, 
And asleep is yet the gale 
On seapbeat mount, andriver'd vile. 
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But the morn, tho* sweet and fair, 
Sweeter is when thou art there; 
Hymning stars successive fade, 
Pairies hurtle thro* the shade, 
lx)ve-lorri flowers I weeping see, 
If the scene is touch'd by thee. 

When unclouded shines the day. 
When my spirits dance and play, 
To some sunny bank weMl go 
Where the fairest roses blow. 
And in gamesome vein prepare 
Chaplets for thy spangled hair. 

Thus through life with thee I'll glide, 
Happy still whate*cr betide. 
And while plodding sots complain 
Of ceaseless toil and slender gain, 
Every passing hour shall be 
Worth a golden age to mc. 

Then lead on, detightful power, 
Lead, Oh I lead me to thy bower; 
I xo thee my soul resign. 
All my future life be thine, 
Rich or beggar'd, chain'd or free. 
Let me live and laugh with thee. 



e-^^tf'^ 
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A FLIGHT OF FANCY. 

JL OR lonely Shades, and rustic bed, 

Lee philosophic spirits sigh; 
I ask no melancholy shed, 

No hermit's dreary cave, not I. 

But vfhere, to skirt some pleasant vale, 

Ascends the rude uncultur'd hill, 
Where 'midst its cliffs to every gale, 

Young Echo mocks the passing rill: 

Where Spring thro' every merry Year, 

Delighted trips her earliest round; 
^ees all her varied tints appear, 

And all her fragrant Soul abound. 

There let my little Villa rise, 

In Beauty's simple plumage drest, 
And greet with songs the morning Skie^ 

Sweet bird of Art, in nature's nest ! 

Descending there, on golden wing. 
Shall fancy, with her bounties roam ; 

And every laurell'd art shall bring 
An offering fair to deck my home* 
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Green beds of moss, in dusky cells. 

When twilight sleeps from year to year, 

And fringed plats, where Flora dwells, 
Walk the wild wood shall neighbour nctr. 



109 

The Tairies thro* my wafts shall roam, 

And Sylphs inhabit every tree; 
Come Ariel, subtlest spirit, come, 

1*11 find a blossom there for thee; 

Extended wide, the diverse scene, 
My happy casement shall command; 

The busy farm, the pasture green, 

And tufts where sheltered hamlets stand. 

Some dingle oft shall court my eve 
To dance among the flow'rets there, 

And here a lucid lake shall lie, 
JBmboss'd with many an islet fair. 

From crag to crag, with devious sweep, 
Some frantic flood shall headlong go. 

And, bursting o'er the dizzy steep, 
Shall slumber in the lake below. 

In breezy isles and forests near, 

The sylvans oft their haunts shall leave. 

And oft the torrent pause to hear 
The lake-nymph's song, at silent eve. 

There shall the moon with half^hut eye, 
Delirious, hear her vocal beam, 

To fingering sounds, responsive sigh, 
And bless the hermit's midnight dream. 

No magic weed nor poison fell 

Shall tremble there; nor drug uncouth, 

To round the mutt'ring wizard's spell, 
Or bathe with death the serpent's tooth. 

I. 
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No cnisted ditch nor festering fen 

With plagues shall teem, a deedly brovl. 

No monster leave his nightly den 
To lap the 'wildei'd pilgrmi's hUic4* 

But on the rose's deyry brink. 

Each ^rismy tear shall catch the glon ; 
And give the mfant buds to drink, 

The colours of the morning beam. 

The waters sweet, from wisperihg Wells, 
Shall loiter 'neath the flowery brake ; 

Shall visit oft the Naiad's cells, 
And hie them to th' silver lake. 

'i'ht^ muse shall hail, at peef of dawn. 

Melodiously, the coming day ; 
\t eve her song shall sooth the lawn, 

And with the mountain echoes play. 

There spring shall laugh at wintei*s ffW*il^ 
There summer blush for gameaome sp/iog, 

And autumn, prankM in 'wb^ten ciowD| 
His stores to hungry winter bring. 

'Tis mine I 'tis mine! this sacred grot«. 
Where truth and beauty may recline 

The sweet resort of many a love ; 
Monimia come and make it thine. 

For thee, the bursting buds arc ripe, 
Xhe whistling Robin calls thee herO', 

To tkee complains the woodland pipe j 
Will not my k>v'd Mtmimiahear f 



A fam I'll bring thee, gentle ^nsic!^ 
To gambol rou'id thy pleasant door; 

I'll eoU thee wreaths (hat ne'er shall Mi, 
What shall I say to tempt thee more ? 

The blush that, warms thy maiden cheek, 
Thy morning eye's seqaester'd tear, 

For me, thy kindling passion speak 
And chain this subtle vision here. 

Spots of delight, and many a day 
Of summer love for roe shall shine ; 

In truth my beating heart is gay, 

At sight of that fond smile of thine. 

Come, come my love away with me, 
The mom oi life is hasi'nine by. 

To this dear scene we'll gaily flee, 
And sport us 'neath the peaceful sky. 

And when that awful day shall rise, 
Thar sees thy check with age grow pale. 

And the soal fading in thine eyes, 
We*ll sigh and quit the weeping vale. 
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[The following Tribute of ardent friendships to 
the memory of a mucb-lovd Friend^ is inserted 
on a spare leaf as a memorial of an attachment 
which nothing but death could ever ha*p€ de^ 
stroyed. The claims of this effusion^ to consi' 
deration and candor, it is unnecessary to state; 
since the anther is aware how much need there 
is, that very extensive claims on this score be 
allowed.^ 
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*ER a lost land, long nigln oF ruin lowers, 
*' Good ihinjifs oF day" Tow droop and drowzt apace ; 
O'erwhclming woes dfscrrd in frrquent show'rt, 
And Frighted virtue hides her hated face. 

Yet tl^ese are general and promiscuous griefs, 
Which on thtfir Authors, as on us must fall, 

Alike obdurate tow'rtis the guilty duefs, 

And the poor, patient slaves that bsar them all. 

Amidst these general perils of tht* hour, 
The yielding, servile temper of the time, 

The storm of Ar,archy, the still of Po\v*r, 
The fall of Virtue, and the flush of Crime. 

A privntc sorrow aggravates my lot, 

For Friendship ardent, and lor Truth sincere. 

Too lately rcscu'd from this painful spot, 

Where strife and sorrow hold their mid career* 
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•Tig mine to Vend o'er Clipfton's early urn, 
To bow beneath ih* afflicting Angel*s ire, 

That doomM to silence, in its hapless turn, * 
His wisdom temperM and his muse of fire. 

A flower of delicate and beauteous hue, 

'Midst the rank herbage and the blatant throng, 

Its fragrance strcngthen'd, as its beauties blew. 
And soon it tow*r*d the noxious weeds among. 

Alas 1 the €ow*r adorn'd with brightest hues, 

Choak'd by rank weeds, its rich distinction yields ; 

Cut by the insensate boor, the earth embrues. 

Or drenched by storms, bestrews his sultry fields, t 

Such are our wayward destinies on earth. 
That the relentless Fates with hurried hand 

Delight to sweep away peculiar wonh. 

And spare, to lengthcn'd date, the impious band< 

Their office still it seems, with thriftless toil, 
To pluck th* unwceded garden of its flow'rs: 

Shorn are the radiant honors of the soil, 

Whilst many a tliom, and rugged briar tcVfS. 



' ♦ Serius ecyus, sortitur uma» Virg, 

f Purpurats vehitdamjlas^ succisus aratro^ 
Languescit moriens .; lassove papavera colh 
Dcmiurt caput ^ pluvia aimjbrte gravantur. 

£uJ. ix. V. 455* 
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Wliat hut some star mali^, prolongs the dty, 
D:*stiii'd to yield to vengeance due, 

What but some min'string demon op'd the way, 
And hurried CiifFtOn from our ling'ring view ? 

What but some influence dark, and blind and drear, 
QuenchM this bright orb in an ilUomen'd hour, - 

Untimely stop'd, 'midst many a falling tear, 

The tuneful tongue, that chami'd affliction's pow*r, 

Yes^sure, 'twas uncontroul*d by Heav'n the daf 
That gave thy virtues to an early tomb ; 

/To silence gave thy soul* enlivening lav« 
Traosferr'd forever to the life to come ; 

Thy mindenrich'd with deep and various lore, 
Thy heart, to friendship's warm pulsations true, 

That still uncompromising hatred bore, 

To wrong, whilst daily swell'd her haggard crew« 

Ah ! whatavaii the student's anxious hours, 
His thirst for knowledge, and his z^'^al to leaiD, 

His eye of fire, and all kis various pow'rs? 
Can these one hourenliven his cold urn ? 

Ce?se we to mourn the high behest of heav'n I 
To death we owe, ourselves, and all we have,* 

Bound to yield up breath, for a season giv'n. 
And pay due homage to the silent grave. 



^i^WW* 



* " Debemur morti nos nostraque^* 
+ *' Semel cakanda via," 



Thither his stq>s must every pilgrim bend, 
And there at last his weaned spirit rest ; 

This path be trode, f ere yet his troubles end. 
And, Heav'n appeased, he sits beside the blest. 

Where envy, malice, vanity and pride. 
Pollute not with alloy th' extatic hour, 

AVhere faction's storms, and passion's varying tide, 
Ceaie from their turmoil and submit to pow'r. 

Where ra^ng patriots, gor^d with guilty gold. 
Of dire rebellions fan no more the fires; 

Nor murderous rufiBans in long crime grow old^ 
Brandish the bloody means to their desires. 

But where, in realms of empyreal day, 

Meet, in according throngs, congenial souts ; 

All sense of pain shuffled off with mortal clay, 
In one unclouded sky, their being rolls. 

No tyrant demagogue, with footstep rude. 
And ideot roar profanes this blissful teat. 

Here goodness greets with joy, congenial good. 
Here brethren dwell, and sunder'd sisters meet.* 

Sure the lov'd youth, whom we this day deplore, 
His soul in peace possessing, here is blest ; 

Hence smiles on those, so much belov Hi before, 
Here waits to greet them in the realms of rest. 



* The Idea of Dr, Beattie. 
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(i) A HEfiistory of this p^nim, affbrdt m stnfi^hr 
lesson on popular depra^'ity. Not merely a very ifpiorant, 
bur a vcrv unprincipled, bad wretch, he seems to have 
been selected as an ooject of popular favor, for thcas 
very qiia!ific:)tions ; and tr must be allowed that when to 
these we add hit dcemoniac visage, he is as fit a figine 
for .m idol to those who worship the mob, as any that 
could be sketched, bein^ a brief abstract oi all their vices 
and evil propensities. At the hands of the mob, this 
fellow, whoae ignoraiKe is hardly competent to the avo« 
cation of a scavenger, receives an office worth Twenty 
Thousand Dollars per .annum ; an office in which his 
Predecessor, a man of ine same principles and character, 
is said to have swindled the Public out of half a million 
of dollars. Nor is he a solitary delinquent in this office. 
But long custom has given a kind of sanction to dilapi- 
dations in this department, and it is now hardly looked 
upon as repioachful to pilfer in it. 

(?) This allusion is to a poor, sorry demagogue, whose 
crimes having met the commencement of their retribu- 
tion, even in thr« life, and atftts Fiamnn'iim tegitvr cmis^ 
his history is passed over, — tho' aboundix^g in ilic AOSt 
valuable and instructive lessons. 

(3) The propensity of people to delight in the 
marvellous, and the sA>surd pretensions of the High- 
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lenders to second sight, seem to have spread with won* 
derful celerity amon^ the ignorant and val^zr. They 
are fertile sources of mischief, and it is to he rej^retted 
that the author had not here indulged hii sarcastic vciti^ 
more diffusively. 

(4) This Poem is particularly valuahle, as it presents 
to us the result of opportunities of ohservuion that fall 
to the lot of few so capable of improving them ; if is par- 
ticolarly valuable as a portrait of Democracy in imis^ 
to have extended the design, hy leading its low and mis^ 
crable cr(»aturef to the ulterior stages of their alleviation; 
his Sniffl*, with •* stupid shrug, and leer, and vulgar 
wink, and mcihodistic whine,** to a Tbeophilanthropic 
Archiepisconate ; his Stripe the striking portrait oFa pc- 
dajjoj^ue, to the Presidencv of the National Institute j and 
his Solon Vergi'S to the Consulate of the Transatlantic 
Republic; -to have thus, as it were, united the com- 
ment with the text, would have afforded a field of action 
more worthy the sublime powers of. the Poet, He had 
needed nor, then, 

To give them just a friendly nod, and pass. 

(5) This seems to be an happy imitation of a passage 
in the Notes on Virginia, wherein, it is remarked of 
the Philosopher Rittcnhouse, *' Hi h«th not indeed, 
made a woifd.** &c!. The blasnhemous sneer, how- 
ever, at the Powers of God Almighty, is carefully 
avoided. 

(6) This murdcrotis monster had sometime before 
execdicd justice on himself. How far the presence of 
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an Insh ReVel tniy comport with the peace of air Infers 
nal Society of French Regicides, we are forbidden to 
enquire. To pry into the lecrets of that prison house 
do!h nor belong to us. Notwithstanding that on earth 
they amalgamated so perfectly, in every work of destruc* 
tion and death, it may not be a preposterous supposition, 
that in the Internal Place de la RtwlutioM, they snay be 
■ude iostrumenu of mutual misery. 

(7) This monster hath not vet passed ad phtrei, 
RewbcH and Darras having; failed in murdering him, 
Bonaparte hath reinstated him in power. 

(8) United Irishmen, Th's descrinnon of Repub- 
licans began about the time of this publication to make 
a very conspicuous fiscure in the politics of the United 
States. Composed of murderers ejected from Ireland, 
or of villains who had there united in the most murderous 
purposes, they advanced to the attack of the Common, 
wealth with all that outrageous daring and ferocity, which 
may be supposed to char^terixe such wretches. 

Thf* pen of the Poet was very soon drawn against fhem, 
and this apt harangue of their patron and founder, thedc- 
vH, with the aT^excd reply written^ and published in the 
Gazette of thr U jited States. The Editor of Porcupine's 
G.izctte sallied forth upon them at the sime time with his 
accustomed spirit, and, aided bv Immbler efforts, was ena- 
bled completely to thwart ihe designs of those sanguinary 
assassins. The persons who had distinguished themselves 
on this occasion, were repeatedly assailed with incendiary 
letters. Soon followed clubs, pistols a'^d swords. Their 
preservation was little less than miraculous. The public 



mffiint had been teniei 
•8>le tavy, wiih ime i to kill, ■ Jieobin Governor i 
re»iy (a remii the •cDlence, a> nc did in uuHjier n 
Movictioa [or amutl uhI buleiy. 



Such were the renwdi •Fan, 
Ion ibe Ginr, boniaenBhle 



«ho had pKteivtd It 




. CORRIGENDA. 

Page 93, line 1 e, for Christain read Christian. 
15, for Who ; read Who, 
28, 6, for radient read radiant 

38, for portant read portent 
40, 6, for Jishes, read fishes, 

4^ 33, for <Mi/A*j read oaths 
45t ft6, for ^lisA read British 

50, 13, for' ammoKd read commend 

53» >4» ft>r Fancy read Fancy's 
56, 18, for and read as 

^^t 33* for ^^ ^2<1 ^is 

66| 18, for dt^gar read dagger 
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